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UMH #163 



Ask ye what great thing I know, 
that delights and stirs me so? 
What the high reward I win? 
Whose the name I glory in? 
Jesus Christ, the crucified. 



Who defeats my fiercest foes? 
Who consoles my saddest woes? 

Who revives my fainting heart, 
healing all its hidden smart? 

Jesus Christ, the crucified. 



Who is life in life to me? 
Who the death of death will be? 
Who will place me on his right, 

with the countless hosts of light? 
Jesus Christ, the crucified.



This is that great thing I know; 
this delights and stirs me so: 

faith in him who died to save, 
him who triumphed 

o'er the grave: 
Jesus Christ, the crucified. 



PSALM 78:1-4



L. Give ear, O My people, to My law; 
Incline your ear to the words of My 
mouth.

P. I will open My mouth in a parable; I 
will utter dark sayings of old,



L. Which we have heard and known, 
and our fathers have told us.

P. We will not hide them from our 
children.



Together: Telling to the generation to 
come the praises of the Lord, and His 
strength and His wonderful works that 
He has done.







PRAYERS FOR THE PEOPLE
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I believe in God, 
the Father Almighty,
maker of heaven and earth;
And in Jesus Christ 
his only Son, our Lord;



who was conceived 
by the Holy Spirit,
born of the Virgin Mary,
suffered under Pontius Pilate,
was crucified, dead, and buried;



the third day 
he rose from the dead;
he ascended into heaven,
and sitteth at the right hand 
of God the Father Almighty;



from thence he shall come to judge 
the quick and the dead.

I believe in the Holy Spirit,
the holy catholic church,



the communion of saints,
the forgiveness of sins,
the resurrection of the body,
and the life everlasting. 
Amen.









Rejoice 
Ye Pure
In Heart
#160 UMH



Rejoice, ye pure in heart; 
rejoice, give thanks and sing; 
your glorious banner wave on                             

high, the cross of 
Christ your King. 



Rejoice, rejoice, 
rejoice, 

give thanks and sing. 



Your clear hosannas raise, 
and alleluias loud; 

whilst answering echoes upward  
float, like wreaths of     

incense cloud. 



Rejoice, rejoice, 
rejoice, 

give thanks and sing. 



Yes, on through life's long path, 
still chanting as ye go; 

from youth to age, 
by night and day, 

in gladness and in woe. 



Rejoice, rejoice, 
rejoice, 

give thanks and sing. 



At last the march shall end; 
the wearied ones shall rest; 

the pilgrims find 
their heavenly home, 

Jerusalem the blest. 



Rejoice, rejoice, 
rejoice, 

give thanks and sing. 



Praise God who reigns on high, 
the Lord whom we adore, 

the Father, Son,  
and Holy Ghost, 

one God forevermore. 



Rejoice, rejoice, 
rejoice, 

give thanks and sing. 



OLD TESTAMENT: 
JEREMIAH
8:18-9:1



NEW 
TESTAMENT: 
MATTHEW

20:1-16
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There is a name I love to hear, 
I love to sing its worth; 

it sounds like music in my ear, 
the sweetest name on earth. 



O how I love Jesus, 
O how I love Jesus, 
O how I love Jesus, 

because he first loved me! 



It tells me of a Savior's love, 
who died to set me free; 

it tells me of his precious blood, 
the sinner's perfect plea. 



O how I love Jesus, 
O how I love Jesus, 
O how I love Jesus, 

because he first loved me! 



It tells of one 
whose loving heart 

can feel my deepest woe; 
who in each sorrow bears a part 

that none can bear below. 



O how I love Jesus, 
O how I love Jesus, 
O how I love Jesus, 

because he first loved me! 



DISCIPLESHIP: 

TELL OF ALL GOD’S 

WONDERFUL WORKS

Bob Taylor
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I love to tell the story 
of unseen things above, 

of Jesus and his glory, 
of Jesus and his love. 



I love to tell the story, 
because I know 'tis true; 
it satisfies my longings 
as nothing else can do. 



I love to tell the story, 
'twill be my theme in glory, 

to tell the old, old story 
of Jesus and his love. 



I love to tell the story; 
more wonderful it seems 

than all the golden fancies 
of all our golden dreams. 



I love to tell the story, 
it did so much for me; 

and that is just the reason 
I tell it now to thee. 



I love to tell the story, 
'twill be my theme in glory, 

to tell the old, old story 
of Jesus and his love. 



I love to tell the story; 
'tis pleasant to repeat 

what seems, each time I tell it, 
more wonderfully sweet. 



I love to tell the story, 
for some have never heard 
the message of salvation 

from God's own holy Word. 



I love to tell the story, 
'twill be my theme in glory, 

to tell the old, old story 
of Jesus and his love. 



I love to tell the story, 
for those who know it best 

seem hungering and thirsting 
to hear it like the rest. 



And when, in scenes of glory, 
I sing the new, new song, 
'twill be the old, old story 
that I have loved so long. 



I love to tell the story, 
'twill be my theme in glory, 

to tell the old, old story 
of Jesus and his love. 




