
O Worship the King
Quartet 

O worship the King all glorious above, 
And gratefully sing His wonderful 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 grace, 
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.

Thy bountiful care what tongue can recite?  
It breathes in the air, it shines in the light,
It streams from the hills, it descends to the plain, 
And sweetly distills in the dew and the rain.

Frail children of the 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. Amen.

Lyrics for Traditional Service, Sunday October 25th

On Eagles’ Wings
Cherylyn Larson, Soprano

You who dwell in the shelter of the Lord
Who abide in His shadow for life
Say to the Lord, “My refuge, my rock in whom I trust!”

And He will raise you up on eagles’ wings
Bear you on the breath of dawn
Make you to shine like the sun
And hold you in the palm of His hand

The snare of the fowler will never capture you
And famine will bring you no fear
Under His wings your refuge, His faithfulness your 
shield

And He will raise you up on eagles’ wings
Bear you on the breath of dawn
Make you to shine like the sun
And hold you in the palm of His hand

You need not fear the terror of the night
Nor the arrow that flies by day
Though thousands fall about you, near you it shall not 
come

And He will raise you up on eagles’ wings
Bear you on the breath of dawn
Make you to shine like the sun
And hold you in the palm of His hand

For to His angels He’s given a command
To guard you in all of your ways
Upon their hands they will bear you up
Lest you dash your foot against a stone

And He will raise you up on eagles’ wings
Bear you on the breath of dawn
Make you to shine like the sun
And hold you in the palm of His hand

And hold you, hold you in the palm of His hand



Blessed Assurance, Jesus Is Mine
Quartet

Blessed assurance, Jesus is mine!  
O what a foretaste of glory divine!
Heir of salvation, purchase of God,  
Born of His Spirit, washed in His blood.

This is my story, this is my song,  
Praising my Savior all the day long;
This is my story, this is my song,  
Praising my Savior all the day long.

Perfect submission, perfect delight,  
Visions of rapture now burst on my sight;
Angels descending bring from above  
Echoes of mercy, whispers of love.

This is my story, this is my song,  
Praising my Savior all the day long;
This is my story, this is my song,  
Praising my Savior all the day long.

Perfect submission, all is at rest,  
I in my Savior am happy and blest;
Watching and waiting, looking above,  
Filled with His goodness, lost in His love. 

This is my story, this is my song,  
Praising my Savior all the day long;
This is my story, this is my song,  
Praising my Savior all the day long.



Scripture for Traditional Service, Sunday October 25th

Matthew 13:44-46
“The kingdom of heaven is like treasure hidden in a 
field. When a man found it, he hid it again, and then in 
his joy went and sold all he had and bought that field.

45 “Again, the kingdom of heaven is like a merchant 
looking for fine pearls. 46 When he found one of great 
value, he went away and sold everything he had and 
bought it.

Colossians 2:2-3
My goal is that they may be encouraged in heart and 
united in love, so that they may have the full riches of 
complete understanding, in order that they may know 
the mystery of God, namely, Christ, 3 in whom are 
hidden all the treasures of wisdom and knowledge.

Luke 14:25-33
Large crowds were traveling with Jesus, and turning to 
them he said: 26 “If anyone comes to me and does not 
hate father and mother, wife and children, brothers 
and sisters—yes, even their own life—such a person 
cannot be my disciple. 27 And whoever does not carry 
their cross and follow me cannot be my disciple.

28 “Suppose one of you wants to build a tower. Won’t 
you first sit down and estimate the cost to see if you 
have enough money to complete it? 29 For if you lay 
the foundation and are not able to finish it, everyone 
who sees it will ridicule you, 30 saying, ‘This person 
began to build and wasn’t able to finish.’

31 “Or suppose a king is about to go to war against 
another king. Won’t he first sit down and consider 
whether he is able with ten thousand men to oppose 
the one coming against him with twenty thousand? 32 
If he is not able, he will send a delegation while the 
other is still a long way off and will ask for terms of 
peace. 33 In the same way, those of you who do not 
give up everything you have cannot be my disciples.



Imagine yourself as a living house. God comes in 
to rebuild that house. At first, perhaps, you can 
understand what He is doing. He is getting the drains 
right and stopping the leaks in the roof and so on; you 
knew that those jobs needed doing and so you are not 
surprised. But presently He starts knocking the house 
about in a way that hurts abominably and does not 
seem to make any sense. What on earth is He up to? 
The explanation is that He is building quite a different 
house from the one you thought of - throwing out 
a new wing here, putting on an extra floor there, 
running up towers, making courtyards. You thought 
you were being made into a decent little cottage: but 
He is building a palace. He intends to come and live 
in it Himself.  CS Lewis – Mere Christianity

Map of Journey to Promised Land 


