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For All the Saints 

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 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! 

6. 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! 

                                              *The United Methodist Hymnal © 1989; #711 

 
Give Thanks 

Give thanks with a grateful heart, give thanks to the Holy One, give thanks because he’s given 
Jesus Christ his Son.  Repeat 
And now let the weak say, “I am strong”; let the poor say, “I am rich because of what the Lord 
has done for us.”  Repeat 
Give thanks, give thanks, give thanks. 
                                         *The Faith We Sing © 2000; #2036 
 

O Love That Wilt Not Let Me Go 
1. O Love that wilt not let me go, I rest my weary soul in thee; I give thee back the life I owe, 

that in thine ocean depths its flow may richer, fuller be. 
2. O Light that followest all my way, I yield my flickering torch to thee; my heart restores its 

borrowed ray, that in thy sunshine’s blaze its day may brighter, fairer be. 
3. O Joy that seekest me through pain, I cannot close my heart to thee; I trace the rainbow 

thru the rain, and feel the promise is not vain, that morn shall tearless be. 
4. O Cross that liftest up my head, I dare not ask to fly from thee; I lay in dust life’s glory 

dead, and from the ground there blossoms red life that shall endless be. 
              *The United Methodist Hymnal © 1989; #480 

 

Hymn of Promise 
1. In the bulb there is a flower; in the seed, an apple tree; in cocoons, a hidden promise:  

butterflies will soon be free!  In the cold and snow of winter there’s a spring that waits to 
be, unrevealed until its season, something God alone can see. 

2. There’s a song in every silence, seeking word and melody; there’s a dawn in every 
darkness, bringing hope to you and me.  From the past will come the future; what it holds, 
a mystery, unrevealed until its season, something God alone can see. 



3. In our end is our beginning; in our time, infinity; in our doubt there is believing; in our life, 
eternity.  In our death, a resurrection; at the last, a victory, unrevealed until its season, 
something God alone can see. 

                              *The United Methodist Hymnal © 1989; #707 


