Worship Text for Sunday, October 6, 2013
Anticipating Next Sunday

Our intimate relationship with Christ will nourish us and make us fruitful for His glory!

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. 

What kind of relationship does Jesus want us to have with Him?
John 15:1–5 (NIV84)
1 “I am the true vine, and My Father is the gardener. 2 He cuts off every branch in Me that bears no fruit, while every branch that does bear fruit He prunes so that it will be even more fruitful. 3 You are already clean because of the word I have spoken to you. 4 Remain in Me, and I will remain in you. No branch can bear fruit by itself; it must remain in the vine. Neither can you bear fruit unless you remain in Me. 
5 “I am the vine; you are the branches. If a man remains in Me and I in him, he will bear much fruit; apart from Me you can do nothing.

Worship Songs for Sunday, September 29, 2013

We Bow Down

You are Lord of creation and Lord of my life
Lord of the land and the sea;
You were Lord of the heavens before there was time,
And Lord of all Lord You will be.
We bow down and we worship You, Lord.
We bow down and we worship You, Lord.
We bow down and we worship You, Lord.
Lord of all Lords You will be.
You are King of creation and King of my life,
King of the land and the sea;
You were King of the heavens before there was time,
And King of all kings You will be.
We bow down and we crown You the King.
We bow down and we crown You the King.
We bow down and we crown You the King.
King of all Kings You will be.
It is the Cry of My Heart

It is the cry of my heart to follow You.
It is the cry of my heart to be close to You.
It is the cry of my heart to follow all of the days of my life.

Teach me Your holy ways, O Lord, so I can walk in Your truth.
Teach me Your holy ways, O Lord,
and make me wholly devoted to You.

Open my eyes so I can see the wonderful things that You do.
Open my heart up more and more
and make it wholly devoted to You.
Before the throne of God above 

Before the throne of God above I have a strong and perfect plea 
a great High Priest whose name is Love,
Who ever lives and pleads for me.

My name is graven on His hands;
My name is written on His heart.
I know that while in heav’n He stands,
No tongue can bid me thence depart, 
No tongue can bid me thence depart.

When Satan tempts me to despair and tells me of the guilt within,
upward I look and see Him there, Who made an end of all my sin.

Because the sinless Savior died,
my sinful soul is counted free,
for God, the Just, is satisfied
to look on Him and pardon me. 
To look on Him and pardon me.

Behold Him there! The risen Lamb, 

my perfect, spotless righteousness,
the great unchangeable I AM, 

the King of glory and of grace.

One with Himself I cannot die; 
my soul is purchased by His blood.
My life is hid with Christ on high,
with Christ my Savior and my God! 

with Christ my Savior and my God!

Good to Me/I Cry Out

I cry out - for Your hand of mercy to heal me.
I am weak - and I need Your love to free me.
Oh Lord, my rock, my strength in weakness,
Come rescue me, oh Lord.
You are my hope, Your promise never fails me.
And my desire is to follow You forever.
For You are good, for You are good, for You are good to me.
For You are good, for You are good, for You are good to me.

-----
I cry out for Your hand of mercy to heal me. 

It Is Well

1. 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 (it is well) With my soul (with my soul)
It is well, it is well with my soul.

2. Though Satan should buffet, though trials should come,
Let this blest assurance control,
That Christ hath regarded my helpless estate,
And hath shed His own blood for my soul.

3. My sin, oh, 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!

4. And Lord, haste the day when my 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.

