








For All The Saints in Warfare - Extra Verses

Lord, Thine abiding presence Directs the wondrous choice
For one in place of Judas the Faithful now rejoice.
Thy Church from false apostles Forevermore defend,
And by Thy parting promise Be with her to the end.

For him, O Lord, we praise Thee, The weak by grace made strong,
Whose labors and whose Gospel Enrich our triumph song.
May we in all our weakness Find strength from Thee supplied,
And all, as fruitful branches, In Thee, the vine, abide.

For him, O Lord, we praise Thee, Who, slain by Herod’s sword
Drank of Thy cup of suffering, Fulfilling thus Thy word.
Curb we all vain impatience To read Thy veiled decree,
And count it joy to suffer, If so brought nearer Thee.

All praise for Thine apostle, The faithful, pure, and true,
Whom underneath the fig tree Thine eye all seeing knew.
Like him may we be guileless, True Israelites indeed,
That Thy abiding presence Our longing souls may feed.

Praise, Lord, for Him whose Gospel Thy human life declared,
Who, worldly gains forsaking, Thy path of suffering shared.
From all unrighteous Mammon O give us hearts set free,
That we, whate’er our calling, May rise and follow Thee.

For that beloved physician, All praise, whose Gospel shows
The healer of the nations, The sharer of our woes.
Thy wine and oil, O Savior, And bruised hearts deign to pour,
And with true balm of Gilead Anoint us evermore.














