
Opening Hymn #262      Come, Ye Thankful People, Come 
 
Come, ye thankful people, come, 
raise the song of the harvest home! 
All is safely gathered in, 
ere the winter storms begin; 
God, our maker, doth provide 
ror our wants to be supplied: 
come to God’s own temple, come, 
raise the song of harvest home! 
 
All the world is God’s own field, 
fruit unto his praise to yield; 
wheat and weeds together sown, 
unto joy or sorrow grown; 
first the blade, and then the ear, 
then the full corn shall appear: 
Lord of harvest, grant that we 
wholesome grain and pure may be. 
 
For the Lord our God shall come, 
and shall take his harvest home; 
from his field shall in that day 
all offences purge away; 
give his angels charge at last 
in the fire the weeds to cast; 
but the fruitful ears to store 
in his garner evermore. 
 
Even so, Lord, quickly come 
to thy final harvest home! 
Gather thou my people in, 
free from sorrow, free from sin, 
there forever purified, 
in they presence to abide: 
come, with all thine angels, come, 
raise the glorious harvest home. 



Offertory Hymn #263     Praise to God, Immortal Praise      
 
Praise to God,, immortal praise, 
for the love that crowns our days; 
bounteous Source of every joy, 
let thy praise our tongues employ; 
 
for the blessings of the fields, 
for the stores the garden yields, 
flocks that whiten all the plain, 
yellow sheaves of ripened grain, 
 
all that spring with bounteous hand 
scatters o’er the smiling land, 
all that liberal autumn pours 
from her rich o’erflowing stores. 
 
These to thee, O God, we owe. 
Source whence all our blessings flow; 
and for these our souls shall raise 
grateful vows and solemn praise. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Communion Hymn #292      We Cannot Measure How You Heal 
 
We cannot measure how you heal 
or answer every sufferer’s prayer, 
yet we believe your grace responds 
where faith and doubt unite to care. 
Your hands, though bloodied on the cross, 
survive to hold and heal and warn, 
to carry all through death to life 
and cradle children yet unborn. 
 
The pain that will not go away, 
the guilt that clings from things long past,  
the fear of what the future holds, 
are present as if meant to last. 
But present too is love which tends 
the hurt we never hope to find, 
the private agonies inside, 
the memories that haunt the mind. 
 
So some have come who need your help 
and some have come to make amends, 
as hands which shaped and saved the world 
are present in the touch of friends. 
Lord, let your Spirit meet us here 
to mend the body, mind, and soul, 
to disentangle peace from pain 
and make your broken people whole. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Closing Hymn #419      Let All Creation Bless the Lord 
 
Let all creation bless the Lord, 
till heaven with praise is ringing. 
Sun, moon, and stars, peal out a chord, 
stir up the angels’ singing. 
Sing, wind and rain! Sing, snow and sleet! 
Make music, day, night, cold, and heat: 
exalt the God who made you. 
 
All living things upon this earth, 
green fertile hills and mountains, 
sing to the God who gave you birth; 
be joyful, springs and fountains. 
Little water-life, bright airborne birds, 
wild roving beasts, tame flocks and herds; 
exalt the God who made you. 
 
O men and women everywhere, 
lift up a hymn of glory; 
all you who know God’s steadfast care, 
tell out salvation’s story. 
No tongue be silent; sing your part, 
you humble souls and meek of heart; 
exalt the God who made you. 


