
Praise To The Lord The Almighty
Quartet and LJ Brass 

Praise to the Lord, the Almighty, the King of creation!
O my soul, praise Him, for He is thy health and salvation!
All ye who hear, now to His temple draw near;
Join me in glad adoration!

Praise to the Lord, who o’er all things so wondrously reigneth,
Shelters thee under His wings, yes, so gently sustaineth!
Hast thou not seen how all thy longings have been
Granted in what He ordaineth!

Praise to the Lord, who doth prosper thy work and defend thee;
Surely His goodness and mercy here daily attend thee.
Ponder anew what the Almighty can do,
If with His love He befriend thee.

Praise to the Lord! O let all that is in me adore Him!
All that hath life and breath, come now with praises before Him.
Let the Amen sound from His people again:
Gladly for aye we adore Him.
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Lift Every Voice
Vincent Martin, bass-baritone

Lift ev’ry voice and sing,
Till earth and heaven ring;
Ring with the harmonies of Liberty.
Let our rejoicing rise
High as the list’ning skies,
Let it resound loud as the rolling sea.

Sing a song full of the faith that the dark past has taught us,
Sing a song full of the hope that the present has taught us;
Facing the rising sun of our new day begun,
Let us march on till victory is won.

Stony the road we trod,
Bitter the chast’ning rod,
Felt in the days when hope unbornhad died; 
Yet with a steady beat,
have not our weary feet
Come to the place for which our fathers sighed.

We have come over a way that with tears has been watered.
We have come, treading our path through the blood of the slaughtered,
Out from the gloomy past,
Till now we stand at last
Where the white gleam of our bright star is cast.

God of our weary years,
God of our silent tears,
Thou who hast brought us thus far on the way,
Thou who hast by Thy might,
led us into the light,
keep us forever in the path, we pray.

Lest our feet stray from the places, our God, where we met Thee,
Lest our hearts, drunk with the wine of the world, we forget Thee;
Shadowed beneath Thy hand,
May we forever stand,
True to our God,
True to our native land.

True to our God, True to our land, Amen!



Take My Life and Let it Be Consecrated
Quartet  and LJ Brass

Take my life, and let it be consecrated, Lord, to Thee;
Take my hands and let them move at the impulse of Thy love, 
At the impulse of Thy love.

Take my feet and let them be swift and beautiful for Thee;
Take my voice and let me sing always, only, for my King,
Always, only, for my King.

Take my lips and let them be filled with messages for Thee;
Take my silver and my gold, not a mite would I withhold,
Not a mite would I withhold.

Take my love, my God; I pour at Thy feet its treasure store;
Take myself and I will be ever, only, all for Thee,

Ever, only, all for Thee.



Scripture for Traditional Service, Sunday September 27th

Galatians 1:15-17
But when God, who set me apart from my mother’s 
womb and called me by his grace, was pleased 16 
to reveal his Son in me so that I might preach him 
among the Gentiles, my immediate response was not 
to consult any human being. 17 I did not go up to 
Jerusalem to see those who were apostles before I was, 
but I went into Arabia. Later I returned to Damascus.



Acts 16:6-15
Paul and his companions traveled throughout the 
region of Phrygia and Galatia, having been kept 
by the Holy Spirit from preaching the word in the 
province of Asia. 7 When they came to the border of 
Mysia, they tried to enter Bithynia, but the Spirit of 
Jesus would not allow them to. 8 So they passed by 
Mysia and went down to Troas. 9 During the night 
Paul had a vision of a man of Macedonia standing 
and begging him, “Come over to Macedonia and help 
us.” 10 After Paul had seen the vision, we got ready 
at once to leave for Macedonia, concluding that God 
had called us to preach the gospel to them.

11 From Troas we put out to sea and sailed straight 
for Samothrace, and the next day we went on to 
Neapolis. 12 From there we traveled to Philippi, a 
Roman colony and the leading city of that district of 
Macedonia. And we stayed there several days.

13 On the Sabbath we went outside the city gate to 
the river, where we expected to find a place of prayer. 
We sat down and began to speak to the women who 
had gathered there. 14 One of those listening was 
a woman from the city of Thyatira named Lydia, a 
dealer in purple cloth. She was a worshiper of God. 
The Lord opened her heart to respond to Paul’s 
message. 15 When she and the members of her 
household were baptized, she invited us to her home. 
“If you consider me a believer in the Lord,” she said, 
“come and stay at my house.” And she persuaded us.

Philippians 1:3
I thank my God every time I remember you.

Philippians 1:8
God can testify how I long for all of you with the 
affection of Christ Jesus.


