Opening Hymn
04

(Hymn of the Month) “O Christ, You Walked the Road” LSB 424
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1 O  Christ, You walked the road Our wan-d'ring feet must go.

2 No bread of earth a-lone Can fill our hun-g’ring hearts.

3 No  blind-ing sign we ask, No  won - der from a - bove.

4 When lures of eas - y gain With prom - ise bright - ly  shine,

5 O  Christ, You walked the road Our wan-d’ring feet must go.

You faced with us

Lord, help
Lord, help
Lord, help
Stay with

us
us place
us

our ftrust

temp - ta-tion’s pow’r And fought our
seek  Your liv - ing Word, The food Your grace im -parts.
a - lone In
seek  Your king-dom first; Our wills with Yours a - lign.
us through temp - ta - tion’s hour To

an - cient foe.

Your un-swerv-ing love.

fight our an-cient foe.

Text: © 1997 GIA Publications, Inc. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License no. 110003514 Tune: Public domain

Hymn of the Day “God Loved the World So That He Gave” LSB 571
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1 God loved the world so that He gave His on - ly
2 Christ Je - sus is the ground of faith, Who was made
3 God would not have the sin ner die; His Son with
4 Be of good cheer, for God’s own Son For - gives all
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Son the lost to save, That all who would in
flesh and suf - fered death; All then who  trust in
sav - ing  grace is nigh; His  Spir - it in the
sins which  you have done; And, jus - ti - fied by
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Him be - lieve Should ev - er - last - ing life re - ceive.
Him a - lone Are built on this chief cor - ner - stone.
Word de-clares How we in Christ are heav - en’s heirs.
Je - sus’ blood, Your Bap-tism grants the high - est good.

If you are sick, if death is near,

This truth your troubled heart can cheer:
Christ Jesus saves your soul from death;
That is the firmest ground of faith.

Text and tune: Public domain
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Glory to God the Father, Son,
And Holy Spirit, Three in One!
To You, O blesséd Trinity,

Be praise now and eternally!



Offering Hymn

“The Gifts Christ Freely Gives” LSB 602
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1 The gifts Christ free - ly gives He gives to you and me
2 The gifts flow from the font Where He calls us His own;
3 The gifts of grace and peace From ab - so - lu-tion flow;
4 The gifts are there each day The ho -1ly Word is read;
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To be His Church, His bride, His cho-sen, saved and free!
New life He gives that makes Us  His and His a - lone.
The pas-tor’'s words are Christ’s For us to trust and know.
God’s chil-dren lis - ten, hear, Re - ceive, and they are fed.
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Saints blest with these rich gifts
Here He for-gives our sins
For - give-ness that we need
Christ fills them with Him - self,

Are  chil-dren who pro - claim
With wa - ter and His Word;
Is grant-ed to us there;
Blest words that give them life,
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That they were won by Christ And «cling to His strong  name.
The tri - une God Him-self Gives pow’r to call Him Lord.
The Lord of mer -cy sends Us forth in His blest care.
Re - stor - ing and re-fresh - ing Them for this world’s strife.

The gifts are in the feast,
Gifts far more than we see;

Beneath the bread and wine
Is food from Calvary.

The body and the blood
Remove our ev’ry sin;

We leave His presence in
His peace, renewed again.

Text: © 2001 Richard C. Resch. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License no. 110003514
Tune: Public domain

6  Allglory to the One
Who lavishes such love;
The triune God in love
Assures our life above.
His means of grace for us
Avre gifts He loves to give;
All thanks and praise for His

Great love by which we live!



Closing Hymn “When I Survey the Wondrous Cross” LSB 426
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1 When 1 sur - vey the won - drous cross On which the
2 For - bid it, Lord, that I  should boast Save in the
3 See, from His head, His hands, His feet Sor - row and
4 Were the whole realm of na - ture mine, That were a
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Prince  of Glo - 1y died, My rich - est gain I
death of Christ, my  God; All the vain things that
love flow min - gled down! Did e’er such love and
trib - ute far too small; Love so a - maz - ing,
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count but loss And pour con - tempt on all my pride.
charm me most, 1 sac - 1 - fice them to His blood.
sor - row meet Or thorns com -pose so rich a crown?
S0 di - vine, De -mands my soul, my life, my all!

Text and tune: Public domain



