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I LIFT UP EYES TO THE HILLS-

WHERE DOES MY HELP COME 

FROM? MY HELP COMES 

FROM THE LORD, THE MAKER 

OF HEAVEN AND EARTH.

PSALM 121



L:  Come Holy Spirit ,fill the 

hearts of your faithful

P: And kindle in them the fire 

of your love.



L: Send forth your spirit and 

they shall be created

P: And you will renew the 

face of the earth.





PSALM 146
#858 UMH



L: Praise the Lord! Praise the 
Lord, O my soul!

C: I will praise the Lord as long 
as I live; I will sing praises to my 
God while I have being.



L: Put not your trust in princes, in 
mortals, in whom there is no help.

C: Their breath departs, they 
return to the earth; on that very 
day, their plans perish.



L: Happy are those whose help 
in the God of Jacob, 

C: whose help is in the Lord, 
their God,

L: who made heaven and earth, 
the sea, and all that is in them;



C: who keeps faith forever; who 
executes justice for the 
oppressed; who gives food to the 
hungry.

L: The Lord sets the prisoners 
free;



C: the Lord opens the eyes of the 
blind.

L: The Lord lifts up those who are 
bowed down;

C: the Lord loves the righteous.



L: The Lord watches over the 
sojourners,

C: and upholds the widow and 
the orphan; but the Lord brings 
the way of the wicked to ruin.



L: The Lord will reign for ever, your 
God, O Zion, from generation to 
generation.

C: Praise the Lord!  Amen.
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Abide with me, fast falls the 

eventide.

The darkness deepens, Lord 

with me abide.



When other helpers fail and 

comfort flee

Help of the helpless, O abide 
with me.



Swift to its close ebbs out life's 

little day.

Earth's joys grow dim, its 
glories pass away.



Change and decay in all 

around I see:

O Thou who changest not, 
abide with me.



I need Thy presence every 

passing hour.

What but Thy grace can foil 
the tempter's power?



Who like Thyself my guide and 

stay can be?

Through cloud and sunshine, O 

abide with me.



I fear no foe with Thee at 

hand to bless.

Ills have no weight and tears 
no bitterness.



Where is death's sting? Where 

grave, Thy victory?

I triumph still if Thou abide 
with me.



Hold Thou Thy cross before my 

closing eyes,

Shine through the gloom and 
point me to the skies.



Heaven's morning breaks 

and earth's vain shadows 

flee.

In life, in death, O Lord, abide 
with me. 







PRAYERS FOR THE PEOPLE











Praise God from whom all 

blessings flow

Praise Him, all creatures 

her below

Praise Him above ye 

heavenly hosts

Praise Father, Son, and 

Holy Ghost.  Amen.



UMH  # 117



O God, our help in ages past, 

our hope for years to come, 

our shelter from the stormy 

blast, 

and our eternal home. 



Under the shadow of thy 

throne, 

still may we dwell secure; 

sufficient is thine arm alone, 

and our defense is sure. 



Before the hills in order stood, 

or earth received her frame, 

from everlasting, thou art God, 

to endless years the same. 



A thousand ages, in thy sight, 

are like an evening gone; 

short as the watch that ends 

the night, 

before the rising sun. 



Time, like an ever rolling 

stream, 

bears all who breathe away; 

they fly forgotten, as a dream 

dies at the opening day. 



O God, our help in ages past, 

our hope for years to come; 

be thou our guide while life 

shall last, 

and our eternal home. 



OLD TESTAMENT: 

SOLOMON

3:1-9



JOHN

11:32-44
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I’m pressing on the upward 

way,

New heights I’m gaining 

every day;



Still praying as I’m onward 

bound,

“Lord, plant my feet on 

higher ground.”



Lord, lift me up and let me 

stand,

By faith, on Heaven’s 

tableland,



A higher plane than I have 

found;

Lord, plant my feet on higher 

ground.



My heart has no desire to 

stay

Where doubts arise and fears 

dismay;



Though some may dwell 

where those abound,

My prayer, my aim, is higher 

ground.



Lord, lift me up and let me 

stand,

By faith, on Heaven’s 

tableland,



A higher plane than I have 

found;

Lord, plant my feet on higher 

ground.



I want to live above the 

world,

Though Satan’s darts at me 

are hurled;



For faith has caught the joyful 

sound,

The song of saints on higher 

ground.



Lord, lift me up and let me 

stand,

By faith, on Heaven’s 

tableland,



A higher plane than I have 

found;

Lord, plant my feet on higher 

ground.



I want to scale the utmost 

height

And catch a gleam of glory 

bright;



But still I’ll pray till heav’n I’ve 

found,

“Lord, plant my feet on 

higher ground.”



Lord, lift me up and let me 

stand,

By faith, on Heaven’s 

tableland,



A higher plane than I have 

found;

Lord, plant my feet on higher 

ground.






