Sunday, November 14, 2021

Opening Hymn

“My Lord, What a Morning”

ELW Page 438 

(Vs. 1, 2, 3)

Refrain

My Lord, what a morning!   My Lord, what a morning!
O my Lord, what a morning!  When the stars begin to fall.

1.
You will hear the trumpet sound,

To wake the nations underground,
Looking to my God’s right hand,
When the stars begin to fall.

Refrain

My Lord, what a morning!   My Lord, what a morning!
O my Lord, what a morning!  When the stars begin to fall.

2. 

You will hear the sinner cry,
To wake the nations underground,
Looking to my God’s right hand,
When the stars begin to fall.

Refrain

My Lord, what a morning!  My Lord, what a morning!
O my Lord, what a morning!  When the stars begin to fall.

3. 

You will hear a Christian shout,
To wake the nations underground,
Looking to my God’s right hand,
When the stars begin to fall.

Refrain

My Lord, what a morning!  My Lord, what a morning!
O my Lord, what a morning!  When the stars begin to fall.

Hymn of the Day 
“The Church’s One Foundation”

ELW Page 654 

(Vs. 1, 3, 5)

 1.

 The church's one foundation
is Jesus Christ her Lord;
she is His new creation,
by water and the Word;
from heav’n He came and sought her
to be His holy bride;
with His own blood He bought her,
and for her life He died.

3.

 Though with a scornful wonder

this world sees her oppressed,
by schisms rent asunder,
by heresies distressed,
yet saints their watch are keeping,
their cry goes up, "How long?"
And soon the night of weeping
shall be the morn of song.

5. 

Yet she on earth has union
with God the Three in One,
and mystic sweet communion
with those whose rest is won.
O blessed heavenly chorus!
Lord, save us by your grace,

 that we, like saints before us,
may see you face to face.

Closing Hymn
“Built on a Rock”

ELW Page 652

(Vs. 1, 2, 3)

1. 

Built on a rock the church shall stand,
Even when steeples are falling;
Crumbled have spires in every land,
Bells still are chiming and calling,
Calling the young and old to rest,
Calling the souls of those distressed,
Longing for life everlasting. 

 

2. 

Surely in temples made with hands,
God, the Most High, is not dwelling;
High in the heavens His temple stands,
All earthly temples excelling.
Yet God who dwells in heaven above
Deigns to abide with us in love,
Making our bodies His temple.

3. 

Christ builds a house of living stones,
We are His own habitation;
He fills our hearts, his humble thrones,
Granting us life and salvation.
Where two or three shall seek his face,
He in their midst will show his grace,
Blessing upon them bestowing.
	
	

	 
	

	
	


	

	

	

	


