
Come, Come, Ye Saints 
 

In 1846, at or near Locust Creek, Iowa, William Clayton penned the words to the hymn “All is Well,” after 

receiving word that his wife, Diantha, still in Nauvoo, had given birth to a healthy baby boy. Since renamed 

"Come, Come, Ye Saints," the stirring hymn – an anthem of faith, full of praise amidst privation – has come to 

signify the Mormon migration to the West perhaps more than any other piece of writing. 

 
From William Clayton’s journal, 15 April 1846: 

 

“This morning Ellen Kimball came to me and wishes me much joy. She said Diantha has a 

son. I told her I was afraid it was not so, but she said Brother Pond had received a letter. I 

went over to Pond's and he read that she had a fine fat boy on the 30th, but she was very 

sick with ague and mumps. Truly I feel to rejoice at this intelligence but feel sorry to hear 

of her sickness.  In the evening , several persons retired to my tent to have a social 

christening. We named him William Adriel Benoni Clayton. This morning I composed a 

new song – ‘All is well’.” 

 

William Clayton’s “Oh, by the way” mention of this beloved Mormon hymn is also supported by another 

account, stating that Brigham Young came to him and asked him to pen a hymn to cheer up the Saints as they 

struggled across Iowa. Brother Clayton adapted one of the most morbid hymn texts imaginable: an English 

funerary hymn entitled “All is Well”. He brilliantly turned it from a death-chant into a hymn of indomitable 

courage in the face of adversity. Here are the original words to “All is Well”: 

 
 

1. What’s this that steals, that steals upon my frame? 

Is it death, is it death? 

That soon will quench, will quench this mortal flame, 

Is it death, is it death? 

If this be death, I soon shall be, 

From ev’ry pain and sorrow free, 

I shall the King of glory see, 

All is well, all is well! 

 

2. Weep not, my friends, my friends, weep not for me, 

All is well, all is well! 

My sins forgiv’n, forgiv’n, and I am free, 

All is well, all is well! 

 

 

There’s not a cloud that doth arise, 

To hide my Jesus from my eyes, 

I soon shall mount the upper skies, 

All is well, all is well! 

 

3. Hark! Hark! My Lord, my Lord and Master’s voice, 

Calls away, calls away! 

I soon shall see – enjoy my happy choice, 

Why delay, why delay? 

Farewell, my friends, adieu, adieu, 

I can no longer stay with you, 

My glitt’ring crown appears in view, 

All is well, all is well! 

 

The rather awkward original tune, which can still be found in The Sacred Harp, was modified by the time it 

appeared in the Latter-day Saints Psalmody in 1889. That is the tune that we still sing today. 

 

- Kurt Kammeyer 



 
 

 

1. Come, come, ye Saints, no toil nor labor fear; 

But with joy wend your way. 

Though hard to you this journey may appear, 

Grace shall be as your day. 

'Tis better far for us to strive 

Our useless cares from us to drive; 

Do this, and joy your hearts will swell— 

All is well! All is well! 

 

2. Why should we mourn or think our lot is hard, 

‘Tis not so; all is right. 

Why should we think to earn a great reward 

If we now shun the fight? 

Gird up your loins, fresh courage take. 

Our God will never us forsake; 

And soon we’ll have this tale to tell – 

All is well! All is well! 

 

 

3. We’ll find the place which God for us prepared, 

Far away in the West, 

Where none shall come to hurt or make afraid; 

There the Saints will be blessed. 

We’ll make the air with music ring, 

Shout praises to our God and King; 

Above the rest these words we’ll tell –  

All is well! All is well! 

 

4. And should we die before our journey’s through, 

Happy day! All is well! 

We then are free from toil and sorrow, too; 

With the just we shall dwell! 

But if our lives are spared again 

To see the Saints their rest obtain, 

Oh, how we’ll make this chorus swell – 

All is well! All is well! 

 


