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1 For all the saints who from their labors rest, 

who thee by faith before the world confessed, 

thy name, O Jesus, be forever blest. 

Alleluia! Alleluia! 

 

2 Thou wast their rock, their fortress, and their 

might; 

thou, Lord, their captain in the well-fought 

fight; 

thou, in the darkness drear, their one true 

light. 

Alleluia! Alleluia! 

 

3 O may thy soldiers, faithful, true, and bold, 

fight as the saints who nobly fought of old, 

and win with them the victor's crown of gold. 

Alleluia! Alleluia! 

 

4 O blest communion, fellowship divine, 

we feebly struggle, they in glory shine; 

yet all are one in thee, for all are thine. 

Alleluia! Alleluia! 

 

5 And when the fight is fierce, the warfare long, 

steals on the ear the distant triumph song, 

and hearts are brave again, and arms are 

strong. 

Alleluia! Alleluia! 

 

6 The golden evening brightens in the west; 

soon, soon to faithful warrior cometh rest; 

sweet is the calm of paradise the blest. 

Alleluia! Alleluia! 

 

7 But lo! there breaks a yet more glorious day; 

the saints triumphant rise in bright array; 

the King of glory passes on his way. 

Alleluia! Alleluia! 

 

8 From earth's wide bounds, from ocean's 

farthest coast, 

through gates of pearl streams in the 

countless host, 

singing to Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

Alleluia! Alleluia! 

 

 

 

 

 

1 I to the hills will lift mine eyes. 

From whence doth come mine aid? 

My safety cometh from the Lord, 

who heaven and earth hath made. 

 

2 Thy foot he'll not let slide, nor will 

he slumber that thee keeps. 

Behold, he that keeps Israel, 

he slumbers not, nor sleeps. 

 

3 The Lord thee keeps, the Lord thy shade 

on thy right hand doth stay: 

the moon by night thee shall not smite, 

nor yet the sun by day. 

 

4 The Lord shall keep thy soul: he shall 

preserve thee from all ill. 

Henceforth thy going out and in 

God keep for ever will. 
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1 O thou who camest from above 

the fire celestial to impart, 

kindle a flame of sacred love 

on the mean altar of my heart! 

 

2 There let it for thy glory burn 

with inextinguishable blaze, 

and trembling to its source return 

in humble prayer and fervent praise. 

 

3 Jesus, confirm my heart's desire 

to work, and speak, and think for thee; 

still let me guard the holy fire, 

and still stir up the gift in me. 

 

4 Ready for all thy perfect will, 

my acts of faith and love repeat; 

till death thy endless mercies seal, 

and make the sacrifice complete. 

 

 

1 I sing a song of the saints of God, 

patient and brave and true, 

who toiled and fought and lived and died 

for the Lord they loved and knew. 

And one was a doctor, and one was a queen, 

and one was a shepherdess on the green: 

they were all of them saints of God, and I 

mean, 

God helping, to be one too. 

 

2 They loved their Lord so dear, so dear, 

and God’s love made them strong; 

and they followed the right, for Jesus’ sake, 

the whole of their good lives long. 

And one was a soldier, and one was a priest, 

and one was slain by a fierce wild beast: 

and there’s not any reason, no, not the least, 

why I shouldn’t be one too. 

 

3 They lived not only in ages past; 

there are hundreds of thousands still; 

the world is bright with the joyous saints 

who love to do Jesus’ will. 

You can meet them in school, or in lanes, or at 

sea, 

in church, or in trains, or in shops, or at tea; 

for the saints of God are just folk like me, 

and I mean to be one too. 
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1. Hark! the vesper hymn is stealing 

O’er the waters soft and clear; 

Nearer yet and nearer pealing 

Soft it breaks upon the ear, 

Jubilate! Jubilate! Jubilate! Amen! 

Farther now and farther stealing 

Soft it fades upon the ear. 

 

3. Once again sweet voices ringing 

Louder still the music swells; 

While on summer breezes winging 

Comes the chime of vesper bells. 

Jubilate! Jubilate! Jubilate! Amen! 

On the summer breezes winging 

Fades the chime of vesper bells. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Hushed was the evening hymn, 

The temple courts were dark; 

The lamp was burning dim 

Before the sacred ark; 

When suddenly a voice divine 

Rang through the silence of the shrine. 

 

The old man, meek and mild, 

The priest of Israel, slept; 

His watch the temple child, 

The little Levite, kept; 

And what from Eli's sense was sealed 

The Lord to Hannah's son revealed. 

 

O give me Samuel's ear, 

The open ear, O Lord, 

Alive and quick to hear 

Each whisper of Thy Word, 

Like him to answer at Thy call, 

And to obey Thee first of all. 

 

O give me Samuel's heart, 

A lowly heart, that waits 

Where in Thy house Thou art, 

Or watches at Thy gates; 

By day and night, a heart that still 

Moves at the breathing of Thy will. 

 

O give me Samuel's mind, 

A sweet unmurm'ring faith, 

Obedient and resigned 

To Thee in life and death, 

That I may read with child like eyes 

Truths that are hidden from the wise. 

 

 

 

In the Lord I'll be ever thankful, 

In the Lord I will rejoice. 

Look to God, do not be afraid, 

Lift up your voices, the Lord is near; 

Lift up your voices the Lord is near. 
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1 Lift ev'ry voice and sing,  

Till earth and heaven ring, 

Ring with the harmonies of liberty; 

Let our rejoicing rise  

High as the list'ning skies, 

Let it resound loud as the rolling sea. 

Sing a song full of the faith  

that the dark past has taught us; 

Sing a song full of the hope  

that the present has brought us; 

Facing the rising sun  

Of our new day begun, 

Let us march on till victory is won. 

 

2 Stony the road we trod,  

Bitter the chast'ning rod, 

Felt in the days when hope unborn had died; 

Yet with a steady beat,  

Have not our weary feet 

Come to the place for which our people 

sighed? 

We have come over a way  

that with tears has been watered; 

We have come, treading our path  

through the blood of the slaughtered; 

Out from the gloomy past,  

Till now we stand at last 

Where the bright gleam of our bright star is 

cast. 

 

3 God of our weary years,  

God of our silent tears, 

Thou who hast brought us thus far on the way; 

Thou who hast by thy might  

Led us into the light, 

Keep us forever in the path, we pray. 

Lest our feet stray from the places,  

our God, where we met thee; 

Lest our hearts, drunk with the wine  

of the world, we forget thee; 

Shadowed beneath thy hand,  

May we forever stand, 

True to our God, true to our native land. 


