
 

 

 
Hymn Numbers, unless otherwise stated, taken from Hymns Old and New (New Anglican Edition 1996) 

 

All creatures of our God and King (HO&N 9) 
For the beauty of the earth (HO&N 137) 
For the fruits of his creation (HO&N 138) 
Immortal, invisible, God only wise (HO&N 242) 
Lord, bring the day to pass 
Morning has broken (HO&N 337) 
O Lord, all the world belongs to you (HO&N 378) 
Praise and Thanksgiving 
Sing Praise to God 
To God who makes all lovely things 
We plough the fields and scatter (HO&N 534) 
Who put the colours in the rainbow? (HO&N 557) 
The earth is the Lord’s 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Plough Sunday Hymns 



 

 

O Christ who holds the open gate 
O Christ who holds the open gate, 
O Christ who drives the furrow straight, 
O Christ, the plough, O Christ, the laughter  
Of holy white birds flying after. 
 
Lo, all my heart’s field’s red and torn,  
And thou wilt bring the young green corn,  
The young green corn divinely springing,  
The young green corn for ever singing; 
 
And when the field is fresh and fair  
Thy blessed feet shall glitter there,  
And we will walk the weeded field,  
And tell the golden harvest’s yield, 
 
The corn that makes the holy bread  
By which the soul of man is fed,  
The holy bread, the food unpriced,  
Thy everlasting mercy, Christ. 
 
John Masefield (1878-1967)  
Suggested tune Wareham (‘Jesus, where’er thy people meet’) 
 

from Seasonal Worship from the Countryside pages 26-27 
authors: The Staffordshire Seven 
by kind permission of SPCK 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Lord, bring the day to pass 
Lord, bring the day to pass 
When forest, rock and hill, 
The beasts, the birds, the grass, 
Will know your finished will. 
When we attain your destiny 
And nature lives in harmony. 
 
Forgive our careless use  
Of water, ore and soil- 
The plenty we abuse 
Supplied by others’ toil. 
Save us from making self our creed 
Turn us towards each other’s need. 
 
Give us when we release 
Creation’s secret powers 
To harness them for peace, 
Our children’s peace and ours. 
Teach us the art of mastering 
In servant form, which draws death’s sting. 
 
Creation groans, travails, 
futile its present plight; 
Bound - till the hour it hails. 
God’s children born of light 
Who enter on their true estate, 
Come, Lord, new heavens and earth create. 
 
Ian M. Fraser, 1917- 
Metre 66.66.66  
Suggested tune:  Gopsal by Handel (‘Rejoice, the Lord is king’) 

 
from Seasonal Worship from the Countryside pages 26-27 
authors: The Staffordshire Seven 
by kind permission of SPCK 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

The Earth is the Lords 
(chorus) 
A The earth is the Lord’s 
B and everything in it. 
A The earth is the Lord’s 
B the work of his hands. 
A The earth is the Lord’s 
B and everything in it, 
All and all things were made 
      for his glory! 
 
(verse) 
The mountains are his, 
the seas and the islands, 
the cities and towns, 
the houses and streets: 
let rebels bow down  
and worship before him, 
for all things were made for his glory! 
 
(chorus) 
 
(verse) 
 
(final chorus) 
A The earth is the Lord’s 
B and everything in it. 
A The earth is the Lord’s 
B the work of his hands. 
A The earth is the Lord’s 
B and everything in it, 
All and all things were made 
 yes, all things were made, 
 and all things were made 
 for his glory! 
 
Taken from a Service by St Peter’s Church, Inkberrow 
 

 

 


