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COLOUR
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Ooo, the sky is blue. I love the |[sky so blue, don't you? Oh Yeah, let's
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shout out loud: "Yahoo it's blue." Ooo the sky is blue.
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2. Ooo, the sunset's pink.
It is the pinkest pink I think.
Oh yeah, let's yell in sync: "The sunset's pink."
Ooo, the sunset's pink.
3. 0Ooo, the night is black.
It is the blackest black in fact.
Oh yeah, let's lean way back and hoot: "It's black."
Ooo, the night is black.
4. Ooo, the clouds are white.
Tt is the whitest white all right.
Oh yeah, let's fly a kite in clouds so white.
Ooo, the clouds are white.
5. Ooo, the grass is green.

It is the greenest green I've seen.

Oh yeah, let's give a scream for grass so green.

Ooo, the grass is green.
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SWEET CHILD OF LIFE
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Sweet
Bright  child of light Leaping from a spark of joy, a-
Warm child of earth Springing from the rich - est soil, a-
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mersed In a love which ows al - ways.
glow in a flame which burns al - ways.
live to  the love which nur -  tures all.
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With o - pen |hearts, we pour down ho - ly wa - f,
With  flames of truth, we shine down ho - ly ra - diance,
With wisdom’s | lore, we hand to you our story,
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With 0 - pen hearts, we pour down love.
With  flames of truth, we shine down love.
With wisdom’s lore, we hand down love.
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FAITHFUL LIVING
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If | we had a thdusand years, Allone that would be'not enough. Sal - i - tude bearsllittle fruit.
Telescopes look to the edge. We hold stars within our palms. We have seen the smallest things whose
Lordit over Gaia’s store. Dol minion is the word we use. Just-i-fy ourselves today with-
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Ytrength inures by holding hands| With your brother cty out loud. With your sister change the world.
powers takeus to the brink. | But the mys - ter - ies within e - | lude our sci-en-ti-fic eye.
out a thought for those to come. | But the ancient, words weread |sometimes hide the spirit’s touch.
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Call with a prophetic voice the | world-wise powers to account. Faithful living will! take hold.
Call with a prophetic voice the |halls of science  to account. Faithful living will take hold.
Call with a prophetic voice our | the -0 -1lo - gians to account. Faithful living will take hold.
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Let us breathe the deepest life  |while we still have air.
Let us see the deepest life while we still have eyes.
Let us grasp the deepest life while we still have strength.
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HOLY GROUND
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Ho - ly the purpose that draws us to - get - her Ho - ly the place where our
Sacred the an - ger that |moves us to action. Sacred the ten - sion that
Blessed the time that we | share with each other. Blessed the hands that we
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spir - it takes flight. Ho - ly the wondering. Ho - ly the dreaming.
stirs up our hearts. Sacred the questions. Sacred the yearning.
hold in our own. Blessed the feeling. Blessed the caring.
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Ho - ly is this ground.
Sacred is this ground.
Blessed is this ground.
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IN A GRAIN BEHOLD THE PLANET
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In a grain be- | htld the planet. In a tear drop | taste the rs-ea.
In the chaos find an  order. Will it  with a keening  mind.
In
In y the whirlwind | find a  centre. Keep the howling at the door.
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Fill  the cosmos with high meaning. Render ho - ly all  you find.
In a flower’s brief un - fold - ing, There, the u - ni - | verse’s life.
How the rantings sound po - et - ic! Madness s cre - a - tion’s womb.
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Sound a note of deepest IJ:ging: hope with - in  for ;;E- withovﬁ-.
Paint the u - ni - | verse with colour. Daub it with a pass - ion true.
Dance your footfalls to  the rhy-thm of  the planet’s beat - ing heart.
Jot your words with1 in  the notebook of  your spirit’s questing  lore.
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Ir the still - ness, | hear a r:)ra-ring. S_r- lence Irs ﬁfful shout.
You the brush, your |heart the palette, you the ever- loving  hue.
Tumble breathless at its ending, which was known be - fore its start.
With the dot of |your last sentence, of - fer up your wisdom’s store.
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