
 
 
 

THE LORD’S DAY 
 

Celebrating The Resurrection of Jesus Christ 

 

February 22, 2009 
 

 
           

2 Corinthians 1:8-11 ‘For we do not want you to be unaware, 
brethren, of our affliction which came to us in Asia, that we  
were burdened excessively, beyond our strength, so that we 
despaired even of life; indeed, we had the sentence of death 

within ourselves in order that we should not trust in  
ourselves, but in God who raises the dead; who delivered  

us from so great a peril of death, and will deliver us, He on 
 whom we have set our hope. And He will yet deliver us, you also 

joining in helping us through your prayers…favor bestowed  
upon us through the prayers of the many.’ 

 

 
 
PRELUDE  
 
WELCOME, INVOCATION, & CALL TO WORSHIP 
 
PRAISE & PRAYERS 
 Hymns & Songs 
 

 Prayers of Adoration, Thanksgiving, & Confession 
 

 Scriptures 
 

� Arise, My Soul, Arise . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Hymn #305  
 

Arise, my soul, arise, shake off your guilty fears; 
the bleeding Sacrifice in my behalf appears:  

before the throne my Surety stands, before the throne my 
Surety stands, my name is written on his hands. 

 

He ever lives above, for me to intercede, 
his all-redeeming love, his precious blood to plead; 
his blood atoned for ev’ry race, his blood atoned  

for ev’ry race, and sprinkles now the throne of grace. 
 

Five bleeding wounds he bears, received on Calvary; 
they pour effectual prayers, they strongly plead for me. 

“Forgive him, O forgive,” they cry,  “Forgive him, O 
forgive,” they cry, “nor let that ransomed sinner die!” 

 

My God is reconciled; his pard’ning voice I hear; 
he owns me for his child, I can no longer fear; 

with confidence I now draw nigh, with confidence I now 
draw nigh, and “Father, Abba, Father!” cry. 

 
 

� There Is A Redeemer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Melody Green     
 

There is a Redeemer, Jesus, God’s own Son; 
Precious Lamb of God, Messiah, Holy One. 

 

(refrain) 
Thank You, oh, my Father, for giving us Your Son,                                      

and leaving Your Spirit ‘til the work on earth is done. 
 

Jesus, my Redeemer, Name above all names, 
Precious Lamb of God, Messiah, 
 Hope for sinners slain. (refrain) 

 

When I stand in Glory, I will see His face. 
There I’ll serve my King forever  

in that holy place. (refrain) 
 

(c. 1982 Birdwing Music/Cherry Lane Music Pub, Sparrow Corp) CCLI #85330 

 
(Congregation may be seated.) 
 

Jesus, I My Cross Have Taken . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .   
Words: Henry Lyte. Music: Bill Moore 

 

Jesus, I my cross have taken, all to leave and follow Thee. 
Destitute, despised, forsaken, Thou from hence my all 
shall be. Perish every fond ambition, all I’ve sought or 

hoped or known. Yet how rich is my condition!  
God and heaven are still my own. 

 

Let the world despise and leave me, they have left 
 my Savior, too. Human hearts and looks deceive me; 

Thou are not, like them, untrue. O while Thou dost smile 
upon me, God of wisdom, love, and might,  

foes may hate and friends disown me, 
 show Thy face and all is bright. 

 

Man may trouble and distress me, ‘twill but drive  
me to Thy breast. Life with trials hard may press me; 

Heaven will bring me sweeter rest. Oh, ‘tis not in grief to 
harm me while Thy love is left to me; Oh, ‘twere not in joy 

to charm me, were that joy unmixed with Thee. 
 

Go, then, earthly fame and treasure, come disaster, 
scorn and pain. In Thy service, pain is pleasure,  

with Thy favor, loss is gain. I have called Thee Abba 
Father, I have stayed my heart on Thee. Storms may howl, 

and clouds may gather; all must work for good to me. 
 

Soul, then know thy full salvation. Rise o’er sin and fear 
and care. Joy to find in every station, something still to do 

or bear. Think what Spirit dwells within thee, think what 
Father’s smiles are thine, think that Jesus died to win thee, 

Child of heaven, canst thou repine. 

Haste thee on from grace to glory, armed by faith, 
and winged by prayer. Heaven’s eternal days  

before thee, God’s own hand shall guide us there. 
Soon shall close thy earthly mission, soon shall pass thy 

pilgrim days, hope shall change to glad fruition,  
faith to sight, and prayer to praise. 

 

(c. 2001 Bill Moore Music)CCLI 85330 
 
Amazing Love . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Billy Foote  
 

I’m forgiven, because You were forsaken 
I’m accepted; You were condemned 

I’m alive and well, Your Spirit is within me, 
Because You died and rose again. 

 

Amazing love, how can it be, 
That You my King would die for me. 

Amazing love, I know it’s true. 
And it’s my joy to honor You. 

In all I do, I honor You. 
(REPEAT) 

 

You are my king, You are my king;  
Jesus, You are my king; Jesus, You are my king. 

(c. 1996, Worship Together Music) CCLI #85330 

 
MISSIONS UPDATE       Pastor Bryan Wright  
PRAYER OF INTERCESSION &  
THE LORD’S PRAYER 
 
OFFERING 
 
DOXOLOGY 
 
PREACHING OF THE WORD      Pastor Bryan Wright 

 

Acts 22:22-23:35 
“Rescued Repeatedly for Rome” 

 
SONG OF PREPARATION 
 

When I Survey the Wondrous Cross . . . . . . . . Hymn #252 
 
 
                                                         ~ OVER ~ 
 
 
 



 

THE SACRAMENT OF THE LORD’S SUPPER 
Pastor Wright & Elders 

 
Man of Sorrows! What a Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Hymn #246      
 

Man of Sorrows! what a name for the Son of God,  
who came ruined sinners to reclaim:  

Hallelujah!  What a Savior! 
 

Bearing shame and scoffing rude, in my place 
condemned he stood, sealed my pardon with his blood: 

Hallelujah!  What a Savior! 
 

Guilty, vile, and helpless, we; spotless  
Lamb of God was he; full atonement!  Can it be? 

Hallelujah!  What a Savior! 
 

Lifted up was he to die, “It is finished!”  
was his cry; now in heav’n exalted high:  

Hallelujah!  What a Savior! 
 

When he comes, our glorious King, all his ransomed home 
to bring, then anew this song we’ll sing:  

Hallelujah!  What a Savior! 
 
Alas! And Did My Savior Bleed. . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Hymn #254 

Alas! And did my Savior bleed, and did my  
Sovereign die! Would he devote that sacred head  

for such a worm as I! 
 

Was it for crimes that I had done he groaned  
upon the tree! Amazing pity! Grace unknown!  

And love beyond degree! 
 

Well might the sun in darkness hide, and shut  
his glories in, when Christ the mighty Maker,  

died for man the creature’s sin. 
 

Thus might I hide my blushing face while his  
dear cross appears; dissolve my heart in thankfulness,  

and melt mine eyes in tears. 
 

But drops of grief can ne’er repay the debt  
of love I owe; here, Lord, I give myself away,  

‘tis all that I can do. 
 
 

 
 
 

 

 
 
BENEDICTION              Pastor Bryan 
Wright 
 
POSTLUDE 
 

� If you are able, you are invited to stand. 
 
 


