Alive-O Song Words: Term 2





Being Connected:





Being me, being you


Being together is what we do


Being you, being me


Being connected is the way to be!





I am different, I am me


I sing my song so joyfully


There’s lots of boys and lots of girls


But there’s no-one else like me in the whole wide world!





Being me, being you


Being together is what we do


Being you, being me


Being connected is the way to be!





You are different, you are you


You are special just because you’re you


There’s lots of boys and lots of girls


But there’s no-one else like you in the whole wide world!





Being me, being you


Being together is what we do


Being you, being me


Being connected is the way to be!





I can be on my own or I can be with you


Together is fun, one and one makes two


All join hands in a big, big ring


Come on everybody it’s time to sing!





Being me, being you


Being together is what we do


Being you, being me


Being connected is the way to be!





Now we’re connected and to me it’s clear


That it’s much more fun when my friends are here


All join hands in a big, big ring


Come on everybody it’s time to sing!





Being me, being you


Being together is what we do


Being you, being me


Being connected is the way to be!





Being connected is the way to be!





Being connected is the way to be!





Yeah!





God is With us Now:





Hmm, Aaah


God is with us now


Hmm, Aaah


God is here.





Time for returning home


Pack up! Today’s the day!


No star is burning bright


Still we are on our way.





Hmm, Aaah


God is with us now


Hmm, Aaah


God is here.





Everything looks the same


But we have changed somehow


We’ve seen the Jesus child


Something is different now.


 


Hmm, Aaah


God is with us now


Hmm, Aaah


God is here.





What will become of him?


He’ll grow to be a king


What does this mean for us?


This changes everything.





Hmm, Aaah


God is with us now


Hmm, Aaah


God is here.





Sanctus (Alive-O! Version):





Holy. Holy. Holy lord


God of power and might


Heaven and Earth are full of your glory.


Hosanna in the highest.


Blessed is he who comes in the name of the Lord.


Hosanna 


Hosanna 


Hosanna in the highest.





You give me food to eat,


Bless me every day


You give me rest as your guest


Forever in your home


You shepherd me.





My Shepherd is the Lord


He tends all my needs


By quiet stream, He plants a dream


Of peace and love for me.


He shepherds me.





He shepherds me.








My Shepherd is the Lord:





My Shepherd is the Lord


He tends all my needs


By quiet stream, He plants a dream


Of peace and love for me.


He shepherds me.





Sometimes when I’m afraid


Sad and all alone


You make my tears disappear


With your touch of joy.


You shepherd me.











Connected:





Connected, connected


You and I connected


Connected, connected


Connected by love.





At home it’s there for them and me


A thing I cannot clearly see


It makes us into family 


What is that thing? It’s love!





Connected, connected


You and I connected


Connected, connected


Connected by love.





God’s spirit’s there in me and you


And every day it gives a clue


It tells us what we ought to do


What is that thing? It’s love!





Connected, connected


You and I connected


Connected, connected


Connected by love.





At home it’s there for them and me


A thing I cannot clearly see


It makes us into family 


What is that thing? It’s love!





Connected, connected


You and I connected


Connected, connected


Connected by love.








The Lost Sheep:





The poor little sheep, he started to weep


All lost and alone in the wood.


He didn’t cry ‘Mummy’, he didn’t cry ‘Mum’


He just started bleating as loud as he could.





Baa, Baa, Baa


I’ve lost my Maa-maa-maa-maa


Baa, Baa, Baa


I’ve lost my Ma-ma Ma-ma.





Back home in the shed, the mother sheep said


My baby is not by side.


She didn’t cry ‘Sonny’, she didn’t cry ‘son’


She just started bleating and here’s what she cried:





Maa, Maa, Maa


I’ve lost my Baa-baa-baa-baa


Maa, Maa, Maa


I’ve lost my Ba-ba.





The shepherd came in and said with a grin:


See mother, “I’ve brought home your boy!”


She didn’t cry ‘Sonny’, he didn’t cry ‘Mum’


They just started bleating as loud in their joy,





Maa, Maa, Maa


I’ve found my Baa-baa-baa-baa


Baa, Baa, Baa


I’ve found my Ma-ma Ma-ma.











