
Beer And Hymns The Harvest 

1.Morning has 
broken like the first morning

Blackbird has spoken like the 
first bird

Praise for the singing

Praise for the morning

Praise for them springing fresh 
from the world


Sweet the rain's new fall, sunlit 
from heaven

Like the first dewfall on the first 
grass

Praise for the sweetness of the 
wet garden

Sprung in completeness where 
his feet pass


Mine is the sunlight

Mine is the morning

Born of the one light Eden saw 
play

Praise with elation, praise ev'ry 
morning

God's recreation of the new day


2.All things bright and 
beautiful,

All creatures great and small,

All things wise and wonderful,

The Lord God made them all. 


Each little flower that opens,

Each little bird that sings,

He made their glowing colours,

He made their tiny wings.


The purple-headed mountain,

The river running by,

The sunset and the morning,

That brightens up the sky;


The cold wind in the winter,

The pleasant summer sun,

The ripe fruits in the garden,

He made them every one;


The tall trees in the greenwood,

The meadows for our play,

The rushes by the water,

To gather every day;


He gave us eyes to see them,

And lips that we might tell


How great is God Almighty,

Who has made all things well.


3.For the Beauty of the Earth. 
For the beauty of the skies

For the love which from our 
birth

Over and around us lies

Over and around us lies


Lord of all, to thee we raise

This our joyful hymn of praise


For the beauty of the hour

Of the day and of the night

Hill and vale and tree and flower

Sun and moon and stars of light

Sun and moon and stars of light


Lord of all, to thee we raise

This our joyful hymn of praise


For the joy of human love

Brother, sister, parent, child

Friends on earth and friends 
above

For all gentle thoughts and mild

For all gentle thoughts and mild


Lord of all, to thee we raise

This our joyful hymn of praise


For each perfect gift of thine

To our race so freely given

Graces human and divine

Flow'rs of earth and buds of 
heav'n

Flow'rs of earth and buds of 
heav'n


Lord of all, to thee we raise

This our joyful hymn, our joyful 
hymn of praise

This our joyful hymn of praise


4.Praise my soul the king of 
heaven 
To his feet thy tribute bring;

Ransomed, healed, restored, 
forgiven,

Who like me his praise should 
sing?

Alleluia! Alleluia!

Praise the everlasting King.


Praise him for his grace and 
favour

To our fathers in distress;

Praise him still the same as 
ever,


Slow to chide, and swift to 
bless:

Alleluia! Alleluia!

Glorious in his faithfulness.


Father-like, he tends and spares 
us,

Well our feeble frame he knows;

In his hands he gently bears us,

Rescues us from all our foes:

Alleluia! Alleluia!

Widely as his mercy flows.


Angels, help us to adore him;

Ye behold him face to face;

Sun and moon, bow down 
before him,

Dwellers all in time and space:

Alleluia! Alleluia!

Praise with us the God of grace.


5.Dear Lord and Father of 
mankind,

Forgive our foolish ways!

Re-clothe us in our rightful 
mind,

In purer lives thy service find,

In deeper reverence praise.


In simple trust like theirs who 
heard,

Beside the Syrian sea,

The gracious calling of the Lord,

Let us, like them, without a 
word

Rise up and follow thee.


O Sabbath rest by Galilee!

O calm of hills above,

Where Jesus knelt to share with 
thee

The silence of eternity,

Interpreted by love!


Drop thy still dews of quietness,

Till all our strivings cease;

Take from our souls the strain 
and stress,

And let our ordered lives 
confess

The beauty of thy peace.


Breathe through the heats of 
our desire

Thy coolness and thy balm;

Let sense be dumb, let flesh 
retire;

Speak through the earthquake, 
wind, and fire,

O still small voice of calm!
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6.God in his love for us 
lent us this planet,

Gave it a purpose in time and in 
space:

Small as a spark from the fire of 
creation,

Cradle of life and the home of 
our race.


Thanks be to God for its bounty 
and beauty,

Life that sustains us in body 
and mind:

Plenty for all, if we learn how to 
share it,

Riches undreamed of to fathom 
and find.


Long have our human wars 
ruined its harvest;

Long has earth bowed to the 
terror of forced;

Long have we wasted what 
others have need of,

Poisoned the fountain of life at 
its source.


Earth is the Lord’s: it is ours to 
enjoy it,

Ours, as His stewards, to farm 
and defend.

From its pollution, misuse, and 
destruction,

Good Lord, deliver us, world 
without end!


7.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.


Refrain: 

All good gifts around us

are sent from heav'n 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 wind and waves obey him,

by him the birds are fed;


much more to us, his children,

he gives our daily bread. 
[Refrain]


We thank you, then, O Father,

for all things bright and good:

the seed-time and the harvest,

our life, our health, our food;

no gifts have we to offer

for all your love imparts,

but that which you desire now:

our humble, thankful hearts


8.Amazing grace! How sweet 
the sound

That saved a wretch like me!

I once was lost, but now am 
found;

Was blind, but now I see.


'Twas grace that taught my 
heart to fear,

And grace my fears relieved;

How precious did that grace 
appear

The hour I first believed.


Through many dangers, toils 
and snares,

I have already come;

'Tis grace hath brought me safe 
thus far,

And grace will lead me home.


The Lord has promised good to 
me,

His word my hope secures;

He will my shield and portion 
be,

As long as life endures.


Yet, when this flesh and heart 
shall fail,

And mortal life shall cease,

I shall possess, within the veil,

A life of joy and peace.


When we've been there ten 
thousand years,

Bright shining as the sun,

We've no less days to sing 
God's praise

Than when we'd first begun.


9.Oh God our help in ages 
past 
1 Our God, our help in ages 
past, 

our hope for years to come, 


our shelter from the stormy 
blast, 

and our eternal home: 

2 Under the shadow of your 
throne 

your saints have dwelt secure; 

sufficient is your arm alone, 

and our defense is sure. 

3 Before the hills in order stood, 

or earth received her frame, 

from everlasting you are God, 

to endless years the same. 

4 A thousand ages in your sight 

are like an evening gone; 

short as the watch that ends the 
night 

before the rising sun. 

5 The busy tribes of flesh and 
blood,

with all their lives and cares,

are carried downward by your 
flood,

and lost in foll'wing years.

6 Time, like an ever-rolling 
stream, 

bears all its sons away; 

they fly forgotten, as a dream 

dies at the op'ning day. 

7 Our God, our help in ages 
past 

our hope for years to come:

O be our guard while troubles 
last, 

and our eternal home.


10.Abide with me fast falls the 
eventide 
The darkness deepens Lord, 
with me abide

When other helpers fail and 
comforts flee

Help of the helpless, oh, abide 
with me


Swift to its close ebbs out life's 
little day

Earth's joys grow dim, its 
glories pass away

Change and decay in all around 
I see

O Thou who changest not, 
abide with me


I fear no foe, with Thee at hand 
to bless

Ills have no weight, and tears no 
bitterness

Where is death's sting?

Where, grave, thy victory?
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I triumph still, if Thou abide with 
me


Hold Thou Thy cross before my 
closing eyes

Shine through the gloom and 
point me to the skies

Heaven's morning breaks, and 
earth's vain shadows flee

In life, in death, o Lord, abide 
with me


11.The day thou gavest, Lord, 
is ended; 
The darkness falls at Thy 
behest;

To Thee our morning hymns 
ascended,

Thy praise shall sanctify our 
rest. 


We thank Thee that Thy church 
unsleeping,

While earth rolls onward into 
light,

Through all the world her watch 
is keeping,

And rests not now by day or 
night. 


As o'er each continent and 
island

The dawn leads on another day,

The voice of prayer is never 
silent,

Nor dies the strain of praise 
away. 


The sun that bids us rest is 
waking

Our brethren 'neath the western 
sky,

And hour by hour fresh lips are 
making

Thy wondrous doings heard on 
high. 


So be it, Lord! Thy throne shall 
never,

Like earth's proud empires, 
pass away;

Thy kingdom stands, and grows 
for ever,

Till all Thy creatures own Thy 
sway. 


12.The Lord’s my shepherd 
I’ll not want;

He makes me lie in pastures 
green.


He leads me by the still, still 
waters,

His goodness restores my soul.


And I will trust in You alone,

And I will trust in You alone,

For Your endless mercy follows 
me,

Your goodness will lead me 
home.


He guides my ways in 
righteousness,

And He anoints my head with 
oil,

And my cup, it overflows with 
joy,

I feast on His pure delights.


And though I walk the darkest 
path,

I will not fear the evil one,

For You are with me, and Your 
rod and staff

Are the comfort I need to know.


13.Be still for the presence of 
the Lord,  
The Holy One is here

Come bow before Him now, 

With reverence and fear

In Him no sin is found

We stand on holy ground

Be still for the presence of the 
Lord, 

The Holy One is here


Be still for the glory of the Lord, 

Is shining all around

He burns with holy fire, 

With splendour He is crowned

How awesome is the sight

Our radiant King of light

Be still for the glory of the Lord, 

Is shining all around


Be still for the power of the 
Lord, 

Is moving in this place

He comes to cleanse and heal, 

To minister His grace

No work too hard for Him

In faith receive from Him

Be still for the power of the Lord 

Is moving in this place

Be still for the power of the Lord 

Is moving in this place


14.Cauliflowers Fluffy 

and cabbages green 
Strawberries are sweeter than 
any I've seen Beetroots purple 
and onions white

All grow steadily day and night


The apples are ripe and the 
plums are red

The broadbeans are sleeping in 
their blankety bed


Blackberries juicy and rhubards 
sour

Marrows fattening hour by hour

Gooseberries hairy and lettuces 
fat

Radishes round and runner 
beans flat


The apples are ripe and the 
plums are red

The broadbeans are sleeping in 
their blankety bed


Orangey carrots and turnips 
cream

Reddening tomatoes that used 
to be green

Brown potatoes in little heaps

Down in the darkness where the 
celery sleeps


The apples are ripe and the 
plums are red

The broadbeans are sleeping in 
their blankety bed


15.Autumn days 
Autumn days when the grass is 
jewelled

And the silk inside a chestnut 
shell.

Jetplanes meeting in the air to 
be refuelled.

All these thing I love so well


So I mustn't forget

No, I mustn't forget.

To say a great big

Thank You

I mustn't forget


Clouds that look like familiar 
faces

And the winters moon with 
frosted rings.

Smell of bacon as I fasten up 
my laces

And the song the milkman sings
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So I mustn't forget

No, I mustn't forget.

To say a great big

Thank You

I mustn't forget


Whipped-up spray that is 
rainbow-scattered

And a swallow curving in the 
sky

Shoes so comfy though they're 
worn out and they're battered

And the taste of apple pie.


So I mustn't forget

No, I mustn't forget

To say a great big thank you

I mustn't forget.


Scent of gardens when the 
rain's been falling

And a minnow darting down a 
stream

Picked-up engine that's been 
stuttering and stalling

And a win for my home team.


So I mustn't forget

No, I mustn't forget

To say a great big thank you

I mustn't forget. 


16. He’s got the whole world 
In his hands…


He’s got the wind and the rain…


He’s got the sun and the 
moon…


He’s got the rich and the poor…


He’s got everybody here….


17.Give thanks with a grateful 
heart 
Give thanks to the Holy One

Give thanks because He's given 
Jesus Christ, His Son


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"


18.Jesus hands were kind 
hands, doing good to all, 
healing pain and sickness, 
blessing children small,


washing tired feet and saving 
those who fall;

Jesus' hands were kind hands, 
doing good to all.


Take my hands, Lord Jesus, let 
them work for you;

make them strong and gentle, 
kind in all I do;

let me watch you, Jesus, till I'm 
gentle too,

till my hands are kind hands, 
quick to work for you.


19.What a friend we have in 
Jesus 
all our sins and griefs to bear! 
What a privilege to carry  
everything to God in prayer! 
O what peace we often forfeit,  
O what needless pain we bear, 
All because we do not carry  
everything to God in prayer.  
 
Have we trials and temptations?  
Is there trouble anywhere? 
We should never be 
discouraged;  
take it to the Lord in prayer. 
Can we find a friend so faithful  
who will all our sorrows share? 
Jesus knows our every 
weakness;  
take it to the Lord in prayer. 
 
Are we weak and heavy laden,  
cumbered with a load of care? 
Precious Savior, still our refuge,  
take it to the Lord in prayer. 
Do your friends despise, forsake 
you?  
Take it to the Lord in prayer! 
In His arms He’ll take and shield 
you;  
you will find a solace there. 

20.I cannot tell why he, whom 
angels worship, 
should set his love upon the 
sons of men,

or why, as Shepherd, he should 
seek the wanderers,

to bring them back, they know 
not how or when.

But this I know, that he was 
born of Mary

when Bethl'em's manger was 
his only home,

and that he lived at Nazareth 
and laboured,


and so the Saviour, Saviour of 
the world, is come.


I cannot tell how silently he 
suffered,

as with his peace he graced this 
place of tears,

or how his heart upon the cross 
was broken,

the crown of pain to three and 
thirty years.

But this I know, he heals the 
broken-hearted

and stays our sin and calms our 
lurking fear

and lifts the burden from the 
heavy laden;

for still the Saviour, Saviour of 
the world is here.


I cannot tell how he will win the 
nations,

how he will claim his earthly 
heritage,

how satisfy the needs and 
aspirations

of east and west, of sinner and 
of sage.

But this I know, all flesh shall 
see his glory,

and he shall reap the harvest he 
has sown,

and some glad day his sun will 
shine in splendour

when he the Saviour, Saviour of 
the world, is known.


I cannot tell how all the lands 
shall worship,

when at his bidding every storm 
is stilled,

or who can say how great the 
jubilation

when every heart with love and 
joy is filled.

But this I know, the skies will 
thrill with rapture,

and myriad myriad human 
voices sing,

and earth to heav'n, and heav'n 
to earth, will answer,

'at last the Saviour, Saviour of 
the world, is King!


21.Guide me o thou great 
Jehovah 
Pilgrim through this barren land

I am weak, but Thou art mighty

Hold me with Thy powerful 
hand
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Bread of heaven, bread of 
heaven

Feed me till I want no more

Feed me till I want no more


Open now the crystal fountain

Whence the crystal stream doth 
flow

Let the fiery, cloudy pillar

Lead me all my journey through

Strong Deliverer, strong 
Deliverer

Be Thou still my Strength and 
Shield

Be Thou still my Strength and 
Shield


When I tread the verge of 
Jordan

Bid my anxious fears subside

Death of death and hell's 
destruction

Land me safe on Canaan's side

Songs of praises, songs of 
praises

I will ever give to Thee

I will ever give to Thee


22.Love divine, all loves 
excelling, 
Joy of heaven, to earth come 
down,

Fix in us thy humble dwelling,

All thy faithful mercies crown.

Jesus, thou art all compassion,

Pure unbounded love thou art;

Visit us with thy salvation,

Enter every trembling heart.


Come, almighty to deliver,

Let us all thy grace receive;

Suddenly return, and never,

Never more thy temples leave.

Thee we would be always 
blessing,

Serve thee as thy hosts above,

Pray, and praise thee, without 
ceasing,

Glory in thy perfect love.


Finish then thy new creation

Pure and spotless let us be;

Let us see thy great salvation,

Perfectly restored in thee,

Changed from glory into glory,

Till in heaven we take our place,

Till we cast our crowns before 
thee,

Lost in wonder, love, and praise


23.And can it be that I should 
gain 
An interest in the Saviour’s 
blood?

Died He for me, who caused His 
pain—

For me, who Him to death 
pursued?

Amazing love! How can it be,

That Thou, my God, shouldst 
die for me?

Amazing love! How can it be,

That Thou, my God, shouldst 
die for me?


’Tis mystery all: the Immortal 
dies:

Who can explore His strange 
design?

In vain the firstborn seraph tries

To sound the depths of love 
divine.

’Tis mercy all! Let earth adore,

Let angel minds inquire no 
more.

’Tis mercy all! Let earth adore;

Let angel minds inquire no 
more.


He left His Father’s throne 
above

So free, so infinite His grace—

Emptied Himself of all but love,

And bled for Adam’s helpless 
race:

’Tis mercy all, immense and 
free,

For O my God, it found out me!

’Tis mercy all, immense and 
free,

For O my God, it found out me!


Long my imprisoned spirit lay,

Fast bound in sin and nature’s 
night;

Thine eye diffused a quickening 
ray—

I woke, the dungeon flamed 
with light;

My chains fell off, my heart was 
free,

I rose, went forth, and followed 
Thee.

My chains fell off, my heart was 
free,

I rose, went forth, and followed 
Thee.


No condemnation now I dread;


Jesus, and all in Him, is mine;

Alive in Him, my living Head,

And clothed in righteousness 
divine,

Bold I approach the eternal 
throne,

And claim the crown, through 
Christ my own.

Bold I approach the eternal 
throne,

And claim the crown, through 
Christ my own.


24.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.


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.


For the Lord our God shall 
come,

And shall take His harvest 
home;

From His field shall in that day

All offenses 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.


Even so, Lord, quickly come,

Bring Thy final harvest home;

Gather Thou Thy people in,

Free from sorrow, free from sin,

There, forever purified,

In Thy garner to abide;

Come, with all Thine angels 
come,

Raise the glorious harvest 
home.



