
August 30, 2026

Fourteenth Sunday after Pentecost


HYMN 8 
Morning has broken like the first morning, 
Blackbird has spoken like the first bird. 
Praise for the singing! Praise for the 
morning! 
Praise for them, springing fresh from the 
Word! 

Sweet the rain’s new fall, sunlit from 
Heaven, 
Like the first dewfall on the first grass. 
Praise for the sweetness of the wet garden, 
Sprung in completeness where his feet pass. 

Mine is the sunlight, mine is the morning, 
Born of the one light Eden saw play. 
Praise with elation, praise every morning, 
God’s re-creation of the new day! 

HYMN 686 
Come, thou fount of every blessing, 
tune my heart to sing thy grace! 
Streams of mercy never ceasing, 
call for songs of loudest praise. 
Teach me some melodious sonnet, 
sung by flaming tongues above. 
Praise the mount! O fix me on it, 
mount of God's unchanging love. 

Here I find my greatest treasure; 
hither by thy help, I've come; 
and I hope, by thy good pleasure, 
safely to arrive at home. 
Jesus sought me when a stranger, 
wandering from the fold of God; 

he, to rescue me from danger, 
interposed his precious blood. 

Oh, to grace how great a debtor 
daily I'm constrained to be! 
Let thy goodness, like a fetter, 
bind my wandering heart to thee; 
prone to wander, Lord, I feel it, 
prone to leave the God I love; 
here's my heart, oh, take and seal it, 
seal it for thy courts above. 

HYMN 343 
Shepherd of souls, refresh and bless 
thy chosen pilgrim flock 
with manna in the wilderness, 
with water from the rock. 

We would not live by bread alone, 
but by thy word of grace, 
in strength of which we travel on 
to our abiding-place. 

Be known to us in breaking bread, 
and do not then depart; 
Saviour, abide with us, and spread 
thy table in our heart. 

Lord, sup with us in love divine, 
thy Body and thy Blood, 
that living bread, that heavenly wine, 
be our immortal food. 

HYMN 339 
Deck thyself, my soul, with gladness, 
leave the gloomy haunts of sadness, 
come into the daylight’s splendor, 
there with joy thy praises render 
unto him whose grace unbounded 
hath this wondrous banquet founded; 



high o’er all the heavens he reigneth, 
yet to dwell with thee he deigneth. 

Sun, who all my life dost brighten; 
Light, who dost my soul enlighten; 
Joy, the best that any knoweth; 
Fount, whence all my being floweth: 
at thy feet I cry, my Maker, 
let me be a fit partaker 
of this blessed food from heaven, 
for our good, thy glory, given. 

Jesus, Bread of life, I pray thee, 
let me gladly here obey thee; 
never to my hurt invited, 
be thy love with love requited; 
from this banquet let me measure, 
Lord, how vast and deep its treasure; 
through the gifts thou here dost give me, 
as thy guest in heaven receive me. 

HYMN 513 
Like the murmur of the dove's song, 
like the challenge of her flight, 
like the vigor of the wind's rush, 
like the new flame's eager might: 
come, Holy Spirit, come. 

To the members of Christ's Body, 
to the branches of the Vine, 
to the Church in faith assembled, 
to her midst as gift and sign: 
come, Holy Spirit, come. 

With the healing of division,  
with the ceaseless voice of prayer, 
with the power to love and witness, 
with the peace beyond compare: 
come, Holy Spirit, come. 

HYMN 291 
We plow the fields, and scatter 
the good seed on the land, 
but it is fed and watered 
by God's almighty hand; 
he sends the snow in winter, 
the warmth to swell the grain, 
the breezes and the sunshine, 
and soft refreshing rain. 

Refrain: 
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 all things near and far; 
he paints the wayside flower, 
he lights the evening star; 
the wind and waves obey him, 
by him the birds are fed; 
much more to us, his children, 
he gives our daily bread. [Refrain] 

We thank thee, then, O Father, 
for all things bright and good, 
the seedtime and the harvest, 
our life, our health, our food: 
the gifts we have to offer 
are what thy love imparts, 
but chiefly thou desirest 
our humble, thankful hearts. [Refrain]


