
November 1, 2026

All Saints’ Sunday


HYMN 287 
For all the saints, who from their labors rest, 
who thee by faith before the world confessed, 
thy Name, O Jesus, be forever blessed. 
Alleluia, Alleluia! 

Thou wast their rock, their fortress and their 
might; 
thou, Lord, their Captain in the well-fought 
fight; 
thou, in the darkness drear, the one true Light. 
Alleluia, Alleluia! 

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! 

O blest communion, fellowship divine! 
We feebly struggle, they in glory shine 
yet all are one in thee, for all are thine. 
Alleluia, Alleluia! 

And when the strife is fierce, the warfare long, 
steals on the ear the distant triumph song, 
and hearts are brave, again, and arms are strong. 
Alleluia, Alleluia! 

The golden evening brightens in the west; 
soon, soon to faithful warriors cometh rest; 
sweet is the calm of paradise the blest. 
Alleluia, Alleluia! 

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! 

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! 

HYMN 293 
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. 

They loved their Lord so dear, so dear, 
and his 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. 

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. 

HYMN 315 
Thou, who at thy first Eucharist didst pray 
that all thy Church might be for ever one, 
grant us at every Eucharist to say 
with longing heart and soul, "Thy will be done." 



O may we all one bread, one body be, 
through this blest sacrament of unity. 

For all thy Church, O Lord, we intercede; 
make thou our sad divisions soon to cease; 
draw us the nearer each to each, we plead, 
by drawing all to thee, O Prince of Peace; 
thus may we all one bread, one body be, 
through this blest sacrament of unity. 

So, Lord, at length when sacraments shall cease, 
may we be one with all thy Church above, 
one with thy saints in one unbroken peace, 
one with thy saints in one unbounded love; 
more blessed still, in peace and love to be 
one with the Trinity in Unity. 

HYMN 620 
Jerusalem, my happy home, 
when shall I come to thee? 
When shall my sorrows have an end? 
Thy joys when shall I see? 

Thy saints are crowned with glory great; 
they see God face to face; 
they triumph still, they still rejoice 
in that most happy place. 

There David stands with harp in hand 
as master of the choir: 
ten thousand times would one be blest 
who might this music hear. 

Our Lady sings Magnificat 
with tune surpassing sweet, 
and blessed martyrs' harmony 
doth ring in every street. 

Jerusalem, Jerusalem, 
God grant that I may see 
thine endless joy, and of the same 
partaker ever be! 

HYMN 625 
Ye holy angels bright, 
who wait at God's right hand, 
or through the realms of light 
fly at your Lord's command, 
assist our song, 
for else the theme 
too high doth seem 
for mortal tongue. 

Ye blessed souls at rest, 
who ran this earthly race 
and now, from sin released, 
behold your Savior's face, 
God's praises sound, 
as in his sight 
with sweet delight 
ye do abound. 

Ye saints, who toil below, 
adore your heavenly King, 
and onward as ye go 
some joyful anthem sing; 
take what he gives 
and praise him still,  
through good or ill, 
who ever lives! 

My soul, bear thou thy part, 
triumph in God above: 
and with a well-tuned heart 
sing thou the songs of love! 
Let all thy days 
till life shall end, 
whate'er he send, 
be filled with praise.


