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Hymn 37 

 

1 Come, ye thankful people, come,  

raise the song of harvest-home;  

   all is safely gathered in,  

   ere the winter storms begin;  

God our Maker doth provide   

for our wants to be supplied;  

   come to God's own temple, come,  

   raise the song of harvest-home.  

  

2 All the world is God's own field,  

fruit unto his praise to yield;  

   wheat and tares together sown,  

   unto joy or sorrow grown;  

first the blade, and then the ear,  

then the full corn shall appear;  

   Lord of harvest, grant that we   

   wholesome grain and pure may be.  

  

3 For the Lord our God shall come,  

and shall take his harvest home;  

   from his field shall in that day  

   all offences purge away;  

give his angels charge at last  

in the fire the tares to cast;  

   but the fruitful ears to store   

   in his garner evermore.  

  

  4 Even so, Lord, quickly come,  

to thy final harvest-home;  

   gather thou thy people in,  

   free from sorrow, free from sin;  

there for ever purified  

in thy presence to abide:  

   come, with all thine angels come,  

   raise the glorious harvest-home.  

  
Henry Alford  (1810-71)  

 

  



Hymn 38 

 

1 Father, blessing every seed-time,  

   and refreshing all the soil,  

ripening the gracious harvest  

   for which all thy servants toil:  

O thou source of every blessing  

   showered daily from above,  

hearken to our lips confessing   

   our thanksgiving for thy love.  

  

2 Here we bless thy hand that gave us   

   thought and feeling, life and limb;  

bless thy Son, who died to save us,  

   in our glad and joyous hymn;  

bless thy Spirit, who doth make us   

   fit to worship as we ought;  

Father, leave not nor forsake us,  

   till into thy garner brought.  

  

3 With thy dews and sunshine tend us  

   through life's long and changeful year;  

from the enemy defend us,  

   lest the tares of sin appear:  

let thine eye and hand the keepers   

   of our souls for ever be,  

till thine angel harvest-reapers  

   sheaves of glory bind for thee.  

  
John S. B. Monsell  (1811-75)  

 

  



Hymn 43 

 

1 Holy is the seed-time, when the buried grain  

sinks to sleep in darkness, but to wake again.  

   Holy is the spring-time, when the living corn  

   bursting from its prison rises like the morn.  

  

2 Holy is the harvest, when each ripened ear  

bends before the blade and crowns the golden year.  

   Store them in our garners; winnow them with care;  

   give to God the glory in our praise and prayer.  

  

3 Holy seed our Master sows throughout his field;  

be the harvest holy which our hearts shall yield;  

   quickened by his Spirit, strengthened by his grace,  

   till in risen splendour we behold his face.  

  

4 Glory to the Father, who has seen our need;  

glory to the Saviour, who has sown the seed;  

   glory to the Spirit, giving the increase;  

   glory, as it has been, is, and shall not cease!  

  
Margaret A. Headlam  1862  altd.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



Psalm 65 

 

1    Praise is due to you, O God, in Zion;  ♦ 

to you that answer prayer shall vows be paid. 

2    To you shall all flesh come to confess their sins;  ♦ 

when our misdeeds prevail against us, 

you will purge them away. 

3    Happy are they whom you choose 

and draw to your courts to dwell there.  ♦ 

We shall be satisfied with the blessings of your house, 

even of your holy temple.  

4    With wonders you will answer us in your righteousness, 

O God of our salvation,  ♦ 

O hope of all the ends of the earth 

and of the farthest seas. 

5    In your strength you set fast the mountains  ♦ 

and are girded about with might. 

6    You still the raging of the seas,  ♦ 

the roaring of their waves 

and the clamour of the peoples. 

7    Those who dwell at the ends of the earth 

tremble at your marvels;  ♦ 

the gates of the morning and evening sing your praise.  

8    You visit the earth and water it;  ♦ 

you make it very plenteous. 

9    The river of God is full of water;  ♦ 

you prepare grain for your people, 

for so you provide for the earth. 

10  You drench the furrows and smooth out the ridges;  ♦ 

you soften the ground with showers and bless its increase. 

11  You crown the year with your goodness,  ♦ 

and your paths overflow with plenty. 

12  May the pastures of the wilderness flow with goodness  ♦ 

and the hills be girded with joy. 

13  May the meadows be clothed with flocks of sheep  ♦ 

and the valleys stand so thick with corn 

that they shall laugh and sing. 

 

 

 

 



 

Hymn 47 

  

1 We plough the fields, and scatter  

   the good seed on the land,  

but it is fed and watered  

   by God's almighty hand;  

he sends the snow in winter,  

   the warmth to swell the grain,  

the breezes and the sunshine,  

   and soft refreshing rain.  

  

All good gifts around us  

   are sent from heaven above;  

then thank the Lord, O thank the Lord,  

   for all his love.  

  

2 He only is the maker   

   of all things near and far;  

he paints the wayside flower,  

   he lights the evening star;  

the winds and waves obey him,  

   by him the birds are fed;  

much more to us, his children,  

   he gives our daily bread.   

  

3 We thank you, then, O Father,  

   for all things bright and good,  

the seed-time and the harvest,  

   our life, our health, our food.  

Accept the gifts we offer,  

   for all your love imparts,  

and that which you most welcome,  

   our humble, thankful hearts.    

  
Matthias Claudius  (1740-1815)  

Tr.  Jane Montgomery Campbell  (1817-78)  altd.  

Refrain based on  James 1: 17  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Choir Anthem: For the Beauty of the Earth 

 

 For the beauty of the earth,  

   for the glory of the skies,  

for the love which from our birth  

   over and around us lies,  

  

Christ our God, to thee we raise   

this our sacrifice of praise.  

  

2 For the wonder of each hour   

   of the day and of the night,  

hill and vale, and tree and flower,  

   sun and moon, and stars of light,  

  

3 For the joy of ear and eye,  

   for the heart and mind’s delight,  

for the mystic harmony  

   linking sense to sound and sight,  

  

4 For the joy of human love,  

   brother, sister, parent, child,  

friends on earth, and friends above,  

   pleasures pure and undefiled,  

  

5 For each perfect gift of thine  

   to the world so freely given,  

graces human and divine,  

   flowers of earth and buds of heaven,  

  

6 For thy Church for evermore   

   lifting holy hands above,  

offering up on every shore  

   her pure sacrifice of love,  

  
Folliott Sandford Pierpoint  (1835-1917)  altd.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Hymn 361 

 

1 Now thank we all our God,  

   with hearts and hands and voices,  

who wondrous things hath done,  

   in whom his world rejoices;  

who, from our mother's arms  

   hath blessed us on our way  

with countless gifts of love,  

   and still is ours today.  

  

2 O may this bounteous God  

   through all our life be near us,  

with ever joyful hearts  

   and blessèd peace to cheer us;  

and keep us in his grace,  

   and guide us when perplexed,  

and free us from all ills  

   in this world and the next.  

  

3 All praise and thanks to God   

   the Father now be given,  

the Son, and him who reigns  

   with them in highest heaven;  

the one eternal God,  

   whom earth and heaven adore;  

for thus it was, is now,  

   and shall be evermore.  

  
Martin Rinkart  (1586-1649)  

Tr.  Catherine Winkworth  (1829-78)  
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