
 

 

 
Alternate words for ‘We plough the fields and scatter’ 
 
We plough the fields with tractors, 
With drills we sow the land; 
But growth is still the wondrous gift 
Of God’s almighty hand. 
We add our fertilizers 
To help the growing grain; 
But for its full fruition, 
It needs God’s sun and rain. 
All good gifts around us 
Are sent from heaven above, 
Then thank the Lord, O thank the Lord 
For all his love. 
 
 
With many new machines now 
We do the work each day; 
We reap the fields with combines, 
We bale the new-mown hay. 
But still it’s God who gives us 
Inventive skill and drives 
Which lighten labour’s drudgery 
And give us better lives. 
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 galaxies and stars; 
Of birds and beasts and flowers, 
And any life on Mars. 
Atomic powers obey him, 
Yet still the birds are fed; 
By him our prayer is answered: 
Give us our daily bread 
All good gifts around us 
Are sent from heaven above, 
Then thank the Lord, O thank the Lord 
For all his love. 
 

We Plough the Fields 
with Tractors 



 

 

 
 
We thank thee then, O Father, 
For life so rich and good, 
For seedtime and the harvest, 
The wealth of daily food. 
No gifts have we to offer 
Such as thy love imparts, 
But what thou most desirest: 
Our humble thankful hearts. 
All good gifts around us 
Are sent from heaven above, 
Then thank the Lord, O thank the Lord 
For all his love. 
 
(Frank Low, 1912- ) 
Tune: Wir pflügen (‘We plough the fields’) 

 
from Seasonal Worship from the Countryside pages 136-137 
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Two extra/alternative versions for “We Plough the Fields with Tractors” 
 
To gather in the harvest 
Machines now lead the way. 
We reap the fields with combines, 
We bale the new mown hay; 
But it is God who gives us 
Inventive skills and drive; 
Which lighten daily labour 
And give us fuller lives! 
 
Then why are people starving 
When we have life so good? 
And some in crowded cities 
Search dustbins for their food; 
And even some go hungry 
Who farm in distant lands; 
Lord, help us learn more swiftly 
To share with open hands. 
 
Origin unknown 
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