
 

 For "everyone who calls on the name of the Lord will be saved." How then will they call  on Him in whom they have not believed? And 

 how are they to believe in Him of whom they have never heard? And how are they to hear without someone preaching? And how are they 

 to preach unless they are sent? As it is written, "How beautiful are the feet of those who preach the good news!" So faith comes from 

 hearing, and hearing through the word of Christ.  

Almighty God, we confess we struggle to live as befits Your people. By Your great love You have called us to be the church, 

 to continue the mission of Jesus Christ to our hurting and sinful world. Yet we acknowledge that too often we are more apathetic 

 than active, isolated than involved, callous than compassionate, obstinate than obedient, legalistic than loving. Gracious Lord, have 

 mercy on us and forgive our sins. Remove the obstacles preventing us from serving well as Your representatives to a broken world. 

 Awaken our hearts to the promised gift of Your indwelling Spirit. This we pray in Jesus' powerful name. Amen.   

[Kids from Preschool to Kindergarten (ages 3-6) may be dismissed to Kids’  Worship.  Teachers are waiting to lead them out of the sanctuary.] 

ORDER OF WORSHIP 



 
The Church’s One Foundation 
The church's one foundation is Jesus Christ, her Lord; 
she is His new creation by water and the Word: 
from heaven He came and sought her to be His holy bride; 
with His own blood He bought her, and for her life He died. 
 
Elect from every nation, yet one o'er all the earth, 
her charter of salvation: one Lord, one faith, one birth; 
one holy name she blesses, partakes one holy food; 
and to one hope she presses, with every grace endued. 
 
'Mid toil and tribulation, and tumult of her war, 
she waits the consummation of peace forevermore; 
till, with the vision glorious, her longing eyes are blessed, 
and the great church victorious shall be the church at rest. 
  
Yet she on earth hath union with God, the Three in One, 
and mystic, sweet communion with those whose rest is won: 
O happy ones and holy! Lord, give us grace that we 
like them, the meek and lowly, on high may dwell with Thee. 
 
 

Heal Us 
Heal us, Emmanuel, here we are.  We long to feel Thy touch. 
Deep wounded souls to Thee we fly.  O, Savior, hear our cry. 
 
Our faith is feeble, we confess.  We faintly trust Thy word. 
But will You pity us the less?  Be that far from You, Lord. 
 
Remember him who once applied with trembling for relief; 
“Lord, I believe,” with tears he cried.  “O help my unbelief!” 
 
She, too, who touched You in the press, and healing virtue stole, 
was answered, “Daughter, go in peace;  
thy faith has made thee whole!” 
 
Like her, with hopes and fears we come to touch You, if we may. 
O send us not despairing home;  send none unhealed away. 
 

 
It Is Well With My Soul 
When peace like a river attendeth my way,  
when sorrows like sea billows roll;   
whatever my lot, Thou hast taught me to say,  
“It is well, it is well with my soul.” 
 
It is well with my soul;  it is well, it is well with my soul. 
 
Though Satan should buffet, though trials should come,  
let this blest assurance control, 
that Christ has regarded my helpless estate,  
and hath shed His own blood for my soul. 
 
My sin—O the bliss of this glorious thought! 
—my sin, not in part, but the whole,  
is nailed to the cross and I bear it no more;   
praise the Lord, praise the Lord, O my soul!  
 
O Lord, haste the day when the faith shall be sight,  
the clouds be rolled back as a scroll, 
the trump shall resound and the Lord shall descend,  
even so—it is well with my soul. 
 
 

 

O Love That Will Not Let Me Go 
O Love that will not let me go, I rest my weary soul in Thee; 
I give Thee back the life I owe,  
that in Thine ocean depths its flow 
may richer, fuller be. 
 
O Light that follow’st all my way, I yield my flick’ring torch to Thee; 
my heart restores its borrowed ray,  
that in Thy sunshine's blaze its day  
may brighter, fairer be. 
 
  
 
O Joy that seekest me through pain, I cannot close my heart to Thee; 
I trace the rainbow through the rain,  
and feel the promise is not vain,  
that morn shall tearless be.  
  
O Cross that liftest up my head, I dare not ask to fly from Thee; 
I lay in dust life's glory dead,  
and from the ground there blossoms red 
Life that shall endless be. 

 
Nothing But The Blood Of Jesus 
What can wash away my sin?  Nothing but the blood of Jesus; 
What can make me whole again?  Nothing but the blood of Jesus. 
 
O precious is the flow that makes me white as snow; 
no other fount I know, nothing but the blood of Jesus. 
 
For my pardon this I see, nothing but the blood of Jesus; 
for my cleansing, this my plea, nothing but the blood of Jesus. 
 
Nothing can for sin atone, nothing but the blood of Jesus; 
naught of good that I have done, nothing but the blood of Jesus. 
 
This is all my hope and peace, nothing but the blood of Jesus; 
this is all my righteousness, nothing but the blood of Jesus. 
 
 
 


