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Gathering Hymn
“My Life Flows On in Endless Song”
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1 My life lowson in end - less song; a-bove earth’s lam-en - ta - tion,

2 Through all the

tu - mult and the strife, [ hear that mu-sic ring- ing.

3 What though my joys and com-forts die? The Lord my Sav-ior liv - eth.
4 The peace of Christ makes fresh my heart, a foun-tain ev - er spring-ing!
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I catch the sweet, though far-off hymn that hails a new cre - a - tion.
It finds an ech - o in my soul. Howcan [ keep from sing-ing?
What though the dark - ness gath-er round? Songsin the night he giv - eth.
All  things are mine since 1 am his! Howcan 1 keep from sing-ing?
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No storm can shake my in-most calm while to that Rock I'm cling-ing.
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Since Christ 18 Lord of heav-en and earth,how can I keep from sing-ing?




Hymn of the Day
“Precious Lord, Take My Hand”
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1 Pre-cious Lord, take my hand, lead me on, let me  stand,

2 When my way grows. . drear, pre-cious Lord, lin-ger near,
3 When the dark - ness ap - pears and the night draws. . near,
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I am  tired, I am  weak, I am WOTTL
when my  life is ... al - most .. gone,
and the day is ... past and . . .  gone,
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Through the storm, through the night, lead me on to the light.
hear my cry, hear my call, Thold my hand lest 1 fall.
al the riv. - er I stand, guide my feet, hold my hand.
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Take my  hand, pre-cious Lord, lead me home.

Text: Thomas A, Dorsey, 18940-19093 PRECIQOUS LORD
Music: George N.Allen, 1812=1877, adopt. Thomas A, [}\msr:}' Irregular
Tieat and muxic © LASE, 19686 Unichappell M Inc., sdmin, Fal Leonand Corp.



Communion Hymns

“When Peace Like a River”
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1 When peace like a riv - er at - tend - eth my way, when
2 Though Sa - tan should buf - fet, though tri - als should come, let
3 He lives—oh, the bliss of this glo - r1i-ous thought; my
4 Lord, has - ten the day when our faith shall be sight, the
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sor - rows like sea bil-lows roll, what-ev - er my lot, thou hast
this blest as - sur-ance con - trol, that Christ hath re - gard - ed my
sin, not 1in part, but the whole, nailed to his cross and I
clouds be rolled back as a  scroll, the trum - pet shall sound and the
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taught me to say, it 1s well, 1t 15 well with my soul.
help - less es - tate, and hath shed his own blood for my soul.
bear it no more. Praise the Lord,praise the Lord, O my soul!
Lord shall de-scend; e - ven  so it 1s well with my soul.
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It is  well with my soul, it is well, it is well with my soul.




“Jesus, Savior, Pilot Me”
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1 Je - sus, Sav - ior, pt - lot me o - ver
2 As a moth - er stills her child, thou canst
3 When at last | near the  shore, and the
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life’s tem - pes - tuous  sea; un - known waves be - fore me
hush the o - cean wild; bois - t'rous waves 0 - bey thy
fear - ful break-ers roar twixt me and the peace-ful
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roll, hid - ing rock and treach-’'rous shoal; chart and
will when thou say’st to them: “Be still” Won - drous
rest, then, while lean - ing on  thy breast, may [
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com - pass come from thee. Je - sus, Sav - dor, pi-lot me.
sov - ‘reign of the sea, Je - sus, Sav - 1or, pi-lot me.
hear thee say to me: “Fear not, 1 will pi-lot thee”

Text: Edward Hopper, 1818—-1888
Music: PILOT, John Edgar Gould, 1822-1875



Sending Hymn

“What a Fellowship, What a Divine Joy”
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I What a fel-low-ship, what a  joy di-vine, lean - ing on the ev - er-
2 Oh, how sweet to walk in this pil-grim way, lean - ing on the ev - er-
3 What have 1 to dread,what have [ to fear, lean - ing on the ev - er-
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last-ing arms; what a bless - ed-ness, what a peace 1s mine,
last-ing arms; oh, how bright the path grows from day to day,
last-ing arms? I have bless - ed peace with my Lord so near,
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lean - ing on the ev - er last - 1ing arms.
lean - ing on the ev - er last - ing arms.
lean - ing on the ev - er last - ing arms.
Refrain
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Lean - ing, lean - ing, safe and se-cure from all a - larms;
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lean - ing, lean - ing, lean-ing on the ev-er - last - ing arms.

Text: Elisha A. Hoffman, 1839-1926
Music: SHOWALTER, Anthony J. Showalter, 1858-1924










