
29th Sunday in ordinary time B  
(17th October 2021) 
 
Entrance  
Praise to the holiest in the height, 
And in the depth be praise; 
In all His words most wonderful, 
Most sure in all His ways. 
 
O loving wisdom of our God! 
When all was sin and shame, 
A second Adam to the fight 
And to the rescue came. 
 
O wisest love! that flesh and blood, 
Which did in Adam fail, 
Should strive afresh against the foe, 
Should strive and should prevail. 
 
And that a higher gift than grace 
Should flesh and blood refine, 
God’s Presence and His very Self, 
And Essence all divine. 
 
Alleluia 
Alleluia, Alleluia, Alleluia, Give the glory and the 
honour to the Lord 
Alleluia, Alleluia, Alleluia, Give the glory and the 
honour to the Lord 
 
Communion 
My song is love unknown, 
My Saviour’s love to me; 
Love to the loveless shown, 
That they might lovely be. 
O who am I, that for my sake 
My Lord should take frail flesh and die? 
 
He came from His blest throne 
Salvation to bestow; 
But men made strange, and none 
The longed-for Christ would know: 
But O! my Friend, my Friend indeed, 
Who at my need His life did spend. 
 
Sometimes they strew His way, 
And His sweet praises sing; 
Resounding all the day 
Hosannas to their King: 
Then “Crucify!” is all their breath, 
And for His death they thirst and cry. 
 

Why, what hath my Lord done? 
What makes this rage and spite? 
He made the lame to run, 
He gave the blind their sight, 
Sweet injuries! Yet they at these 
Themselves displease, and ’gainst Him rise. 
 
They rise and needs will have 
My dear Lord made away; 
A murderer they save, 
The Prince of life they slay, 
Yet cheerful He to suffering goes, 
That He His foes from thence might free. 
 
In life, no house, no home 
My Lord on earth might have; 
In death no friendly tomb 
But what a stranger gave. 
What may I say? Heav’n was His home; 
But mine the tomb wherein He lay. 
 
Here might I stay and sing, 
No story so divine; 
Never was love, dear King! 
Never was grief like Thine. 
This is my friend, in whose sweet praise 
I all my days could gladly spend. 
 

Recessional 
From heaven you came, helpless babe, 
Entered our world, your glory veiled;  
Not to be served but to serve, 
And give your life that we might live. 
 
This is our God, the Servant King, 
He calls us now to follow him, 
To bring our lives as a daily offering 
Of worship to the Servant King. 
 
There in the garden of tears, 
My heavy load he chose to bear; 
His heart with sorrow was torn, 
'Yet not my will but yours,' he said. 
 
Come, see his hands and his feet, 
The scars that speak of sacrifice, 
Hands that flung stars into space 
To cruel nails surrendered. 
 
So let us learn how to serve, 
And in our lives enthrone him; 
Each other's needs to prefer, 
For it is Christ we're serving. 
 


