Worship Text for Sunday, January 20, 2013
Anticipating Next Sunday

The Lord our God is our hiding place where we have joyful protection!

How does this text enlarge your hope in the supremacy of Christ? 1. Pray: “Holy Spirit Please, open my eyes to see wonderful things in this text.” 2. Write your thoughts and thanks. 3. Joyfully share your thoughts with someone else. 

To whom must we turn for protection and deliverance?
Psalm 32:6-11 (NIV84)
6 Therefore let everyone who is godly pray to You while You may be found; surely when the mighty waters rise, they will not reach him. 
7 You are my hiding place; You will protect me from trouble and surround me with songs of deliverance.
Selah 
8 I will instruct you and teach you in the way you should go; I will counsel you and watch over you. 
9 Do not be like the horse or the mule, which have no understanding but must be controlled by bit and bridle or they will not come to you. 
10 Many are the woes of the wicked, but the Lord’s unfailing love surrounds the man who trusts in Him. 
11 Rejoice in the Lord and be glad, you righteous; sing, all you who are upright in heart! 


Worship Songs for Sunday, January 13, 2013
O Worship the King

O worship the King, all glorious above, 

And gratefully sing His power and His love;

Our Shield and Defender, the Ancient of Days, 

Pavilioned in splendor, and girded with praise. 

O tell of His might, and sing of His praise,

whose robe is the light, whose canopy space, 

His chariots of wrath 

the deep thunderclouds form, 

and dark is His path on the wings of the storm. 

Frail children of dust, and feeble as frail, 

In Thee do we trust, nor find Thee to fail;

Thy mercies how tender, how firm to the end, 

Our Maker, Defender, Redeemer, and Friend. 

I See The Lord

I see the Lord Seated on the throne, exalted,
And the train of His robe, Fills the temple with glory. 
And the whole earth is filled, And the whole earth is filled,
And the whole earth is filled with His glory. 

Holy, holy, holy, holy, Holy is the Lord. 
Holy, holy, holy, holy, Holy is the Lord of lords. 

It’s the anthem of the Lord’s renown
And together we sing, Everyone sing


Famous One
You are the Lord, The famous one, famous one
Great is Your name In all the earth
The heavens declare You're glorious, glorious
Great is Your fame beyond the earth

1. And for all You've done and yet to do
With every breath I'm praising You
Desire of nations and every heart
You alone are God, You alone are God


2. The morning star is shining through
And every eye is watching You
Revealed by nature and miracles
You are beautiful, You are beautiful


Jesus Paid It All
I hear the Savior say, “Thy strength indeed is small

Child of weakness, watch and pray;

Find in Me, thine all in all”

Lord, now indeed I find, Thy power and Thine alone

Can change the leper's spots;

And melt the heart of stone

Jesus paid it all; All to Him I owe

Sin hath left a crimson stain;

He washed it white as snow 

For nothing good have I whereby Thy grace to claim

I’ll wash my garments white

In the blood of Calvary’s Lamb

And when before Thy throne, I stand in Him complete

“Jesus died my soul to save,”

My lips shall still repeat 

O Praise the One who paid my debt

And raised this life up from the dead

O Praise the One who paid my debt

And raised this life up from the dead

The Power of the Cross

1. Oh, to see the dawn, Of the darkest day:
Christ on the road to Calvary.
Tried by sinful men, Torn and beaten, then
Nailed to a cross of wood.
This, the pow’r of the cross: Christ became sin for us;
Took the blame, bore the wrath—
We stand forgiven at the cross.

2. Oh, to see the pain, Written on Your face,
Bearing the awesome weight of sin.
Ev’ry bitter thought, Ev’ry evil deed
Crowning Your bloodstained brow.
3. Now the daylight flees; Now the ground beneath
Quakes as its Maker bows His head.
Curtain torn in two, Dead are raised to life;
“Finished!” the vict’ry cry.
4. Oh, to see my name Written in the wounds,
For through Your suffering I am free.
Death is crushed to death; Life is mine to live,
Won through Your selfless love.
This, the pow’r of the cross: Son of God slain for us;
What a love, what a cost—
We stand forgiven at the cross.

