
Hymn Words for 11th Oct 

We plough the fields 

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. 
 

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, 
 

We thank thee then, O Father, 
For all things bright and good; 
The seedtime and the harvest, 
Our life, our health, our food. 
The gifts that we do offer 
For all thy love imparts, 
And, that which thou desirest, 
Our humble, thankful hearts. 
 

Great is thy faithfulness 
 

Great is Thy faithfulness, O God my Father, 
There is no shadow of turning with Thee; 
Thou changest not, Thy compassions, they fail not 
As Thou hast been Thou forever wilt be. 
 

Great is Thy faithfulness, Great is Thy faithfulness 
Morning by morning new mercies I see; 
All I have needed Thy hand hath provided 
"Great is Thy faithfulness, " Lord, unto me! 
 

Summer and winter, and springtime and harvest, 
Sun, moon and stars in their courses above, 
Join with all nature in manifold witness 
To Thy great faithfulness, mercy and love. 
 

Pardon for sin and a peace that endureth, 
Thine own dear presence to cheer and to guide; 
Strength for today and bright hope for tomorrow, 
Blessings all mine, with ten thousand beside! 
 

For the fruits of all creation 
 

For the fruits of his creation, thanks be to God. 
For his gifts to ev'ry nation, thanks be to God. 
For the ploughing, sowing, reaping, 
Silent growth while we are sleeping, 
Future needs in earth's safe keeping, 
Thanks be to God. 
 

In the just reward of labour, God's will is done. 
In the help we give our neighbour,  
God's will is done. 
In our world-wide task of caring 
for the hungry and despairing, 
in the harvests we are sharing, 
God's will is done. 
 

For the harvests of his Spirit, thanks be to God. 
For the good we all inherit, thanks be to God. 
For the wonders that astound us, 
for the truths that still confound us, 
most of all, that love has found us,  
thanks be to God! 
 
O worship the King 
 
O worship the King, all glorious above 
O gratefully sing HIs wonderful love 
Our Shield and Defender, the Ancient of Days 
Pavilioned in splendour, and girded with praise 

O tell of His might, O sing of His grace 
Whose robe is the light whose canopy space 
His chariots of wrath the deep thunderclouds form 
And dark is His path on the wings of the storm 

O measureless might, ineffable love 
While angels delight to hymn thee above 
Thy humbler creation though feeble their lays 
With true adoration shall sing to thy praise. 

 


