
November 1  2026 

637. 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:​
their strength and solace in the well-fought fight;​
thou, in the darkness drear, the one true light.​
Alleluia, alleluia! 

3 O blest communion, fellowship divine!​
We live and struggle, they in glory shine;​
yet all are one in thee, for all are thine.​
Alleluia, alleluia! 

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

5 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! 

​ 636. Abide with Me 

1 Abide with me, fast falls the eventide;​
the darkness deepens, God, with me abide:​
when other helpers fail, and comforts flee,​
Help of the helpless, O abide with me. 

2 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. 

3 I need thy presence every passing hour;​
what but thy grace can foil the tempter's power?​
Who, like thyself, my guide and stay can be?​
Through cloud and sunshine, O abide with me. 



4 I fear no foe, with thee at hand to bless;​
ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness;​
where is death's dark sting? Where, grave, thy victory?​
I triumph still, if thou abide with me. 

5 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 God, abide with me. 

638. In the Bulb There Is a Flower 

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. 
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