
October 18, 2026

Twenty-First Sunday after Pentecost


HYMN 362 
Holy, holy, holy! Lord God Almighty! 
Early in the morning our song shall  
rise to thee: 
Holy, holy, holy! Merciful and mighty, 
God in three Persons, blessed Trinity. 

Holy, holy, holy! All the saints adore thee, 
casting down their golden crowns around the 
glassy sea; 
cherubim and seraphim falling down  
before thee, 
which wert, and art, and evermore shalt be. 

Holy, holy, holy! Though the darkness  
hide thee, 
though the sinful human eye thy glory  
may not see, 
only thou art holy; there is none beside thee, 
perfect in power, in love, and purity. 

Holy, holy, holy! Lord God Almighty! 
All thy works shall praise thy Name, in earth, 
and sky, and sea; 
Holy, holy, holy! Merciful and mighty, 
God in three Persons, blessed Trinity. 

HYMN 685 
Rock of ages, cleft for me, 
let me hide myself in thee; 
let the water and the blood 
from thy wounded side which flowed, 
be of sin the double cure, 
cleanse me from its guilt and power. 

Should my tears for ever flow, 
should my zeal no languor know, 
all for sin could not atone; 
thou must save, and thou alone; 
in my hand no price I bring, 
simply to thy cross I cling. 

While I draw this fleeting breath, 
when mine eyelids close in death, 
when I rise to worlds unknown 
and behold thee on thy throne, 
Rock of ages, cleft for me,  
let me hide myself in thee. 

HYMN 314 
Humbly I adore thee, Verity unseen 
Who they glory hidest ‘neath these shadows 
mean; 
Lo, to thee surrendered, my who heart is bowed, 
Tranced as it beholds thee, shrined within the 
cloud. 

Taste and touch and vision to discern thee fail; 
Faith, that comes by hearing, pierces through 
the veil. 
I believe what e’er the Son of God hath told; 
What the Truth hath spoken, that for truth I 
hold. 

O memorial wondrous of the Lord’s own death; 
Living Bread that givest all thy creatures breath, 
Grant my spirit ever by thy life may live, 
To my taste thy sweetness never failing give. 

Jesus, whom now hidden, I by faith behold, 
What my soul doth long for, that they word 
foretold: 
Face to face thy splendor, I at last shall see, 
In the glorious vision, blessed Lord, of thee. 



HYMN 341 
For the bread, which you have broken, 
for the wine which you have poured, 
for the words which you have spoken, 
now we give you thanks, O Lord. 

By this pledge, Lord, that you love us, 
by your gift of peace restored, 
by your call to heaven above us, 
hallow all our lives, O Lord. 

As our blessed ones adore you, 
seated at our Father's board, 
may the Church still waiting for you 
keep love's tie unbroken, Lord. 

In your service, Lord, defend us; 
in our hearts keep watch and ward, 
in the world to which you send us 
let your kingdom come, O Lord. 

HYMN 591 
O God of earth and altar, 
bow down and hear our cry, 
our earthly rulers falter, 
our people drift and die; 
the walls of gold entomb us, 
the swords of scorn divide, 
take not thy thunder from us, 
but take away our pride. 

From all that terror teaches, 
from lies of tongue and pen, 
from all the easy speeches 
that comfort cruel men, 
from sale and profanation 
of honour and the sword, 
from sleep and from damnation, 
deliver us, good Lord! 

Tie in a living tether 
the prince and priest and thrall, 
bind all our lives together, 
smite us and save us all; 
in ire and exultation 
aflame with faith, and free, 
lift up a living nation, 
a single sword to thee. 

HYMN 423 
Immortal, invisible,  
God only wise,  
in light inaccessible  
hid from our eyes,  
most blessed, most glorious,  
the Ancient of Days,  
almighty, victorious,  
thy great Name we praise.  

Unresting, unhasting,  
and silent as light,  
nor wanting, nor wasting,  
thou rulest in might;  
thy justice like mountains  
high soaring above  
thy clouds, which are fountains  
of goodness and love.  

To all life thou givest,  
to both great and small; 
in all life thou livest,  
the true life of all; 
we blossom and flourish,  
like leaves on the tree, 
then wither and perish;  
but nought changeth thee. 



Thou reignest in glory,  
thou rulest in light, 
thine angels adore thee,  
all veiling their sight; 
all laud we would render:  
O help us to see 
'tis only the splendor  
of light hideth thee. 


