
 
Sunday, October 11, 2020 

Join us live on our Facebook or YouTube page beginning at 10:30 a.m. 
 
Welcome and Announcements 

 

Opening Prayer 

 

Hymn: “Come, Thou Fount of Every Blessing” 

Words by Robert Robinson; music: traditional American melody 

 

Come, Thou fount of every blessing, tune my heart to sing Thy grace; 

Streams of mercy, never ceasing, call for songs of loudest praise. 

Teach me some melodious sonnet, sung by flaming tongues above; 

Praise the mount! I’m fixed upon it, mount of Thy redeeming love. 

 

Hither to Thy love has blest me; Thou has brought me to this place; 

And I know Thy hand will bring me safely home by Thy good grace. 

Jesus sought me when a stranger, wandering from the fold of God, 

He, to rescue me from danger, bought me with His precious blood. 

 

Oh, to grace how great a debtor daily I’m constrained to be! 

Let Thy goodness, like a fetter, bind my wandering heart to Thee. 

Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it, prone to leave the God I love; 

Here’s my heart, oh, take and seal it, seal it for Thy courts above. 

 

O that day when freed from sinning, I shall see Thy lovely face, 

Clothed then in the blood-washed linen how I’ll sing Thy sovereign grace. 

Come, my Lord, no longer tarry, take my ransomed soul away; 

Send Thine angels now to carry me to realms of endless day. 

 

Song: “Yet Not I but through Christ in Me” 

Words and music by Jonny Robinson, Rich Thompson, and Michael Farren 

 

What gift of grace is Jesus my redeemer. 

There is no more for heaven now to give. 

He is my joy, my righteousness, and freedom, 

My steadfast love, my deep and boundless peace. 



To this I hold: my hope is only Jesus. 

For my life is wholly bound to His. 

Oh how strange and divine, I can sing: all is mine! 

Yet not I, but through Christ in me. 

 

The night is dark, but I am not forsaken. 

For by my side, the Savior, He will stay. 

I labor on in weakness and rejoicing, 

For in my need, His power is displayed. 

 

To this I hold: my Shepherd will defend me. 

Through the deepest valley He will lead. 

Oh the night has been won, and I shall overcome! 

Yet not I, but through Christ in me. 

 

No fate I dread, I know I am forgiven, 

The future sure, the price it has been paid. 

For Jesus bled and suffered for my pardon, 

And He was raised to overthrow the grave. 

 

To this I hold: my sin has been defeated. 

Jesus now and ever is my plea. 

Oh the chains are released, I can sing: I am free! 

Yet not I, but through Christ in me. 

 

With every breath I long to follow Jesus. 

For He has said that He will bring me home. 

And day by day I know He will renew me 

Until I stand with joy before the throne. 

 

To this I hold: my hope is only Jesus. 

All the glory evermore to Him. 

When the race is complete, still my lips shall repeat: 

Yet not I, but through Christ in me! 

 

When the race is complete, still my lips shall repeat: 

Yet not I, but through Christ in me! 

Yet not I, but through Christ in me! 

Yet not I, but through Christ in me! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Scripture Reading and Prayer:  
2 Corinthians 1:3–11 (ESV)  

 
3 Blessed be the God and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Father of mercies and God of all 

comfort, 4 who comforts us in all our affliction, so that we may be able to comfort those who are in 

any affliction, with the comfort with which we ourselves are comforted by God. 5 For as we share 

abundantly in Christ’s sufferings, so through Christ we share abundantly in comfort too. 6 If we are 

afflicted, it is for your comfort and salvation; and if we are comforted, it is for your comfort, which 

you experience when you patiently endure the same sufferings that we suffer. 7 Our hope for you is 

unshaken, for we know that as you share in our sufferings, you will also share in our comfort.  
8 For we do not want you to be unaware, brothers, of the affliction we experienced in Asia. For 

we were so utterly burdened beyond our strength that we despaired of life itself. 9 Indeed, we felt 

that we had received the sentence of death. But that was to make us rely not on ourselves but on 

God who raises the dead. 10 He delivered us from such a deadly peril, and he will deliver us. On him 

we have set our hope that he will deliver us again. 11 You also must help us by prayer, so that many 

will give thanks on our behalf for the blessing granted us through the prayers of many.  

 
Sermon: “The Heart” 
Here are some of the Proverbs on emotions. 
 
Proverbs 12:25 (ESV)  
  Anxiety in a man’s heart weighs him down,  

but a good word makes him glad.  
 

Proverbs 13:12 (ESV)  
   Hope deferred makes the heart sick,  

but a desire fulfilled is a tree of life.  
 
Proverbs 14:10 (ESV)  
  The heart knows its own bitterness,  

and no stranger shares its joy.  
 
Proverbs 14:13 (ESV)  
   Even in laughter the heart may ache,  

and the end of joy may be grief.  
 
Proverbs 15:13 (ESV)  
   A glad heart makes a cheerful face,  

but by sorrow of heart the spirit is crushed.  
 
Proverbs 15:30 (ESV)  
   The light of the eyes rejoices the heart,  

and good news refreshes the bones.  
 
Proverbs 17:22 (ESV)  
  A joyful heart is good medicine,  

but a crushed spirit dries up the bones.  
 
Proverbs 18:14 (ESV)  
   A man’s spirit will endure sickness,  

but a crushed spirit who can bear?  



 
Proverbs 25:20 (ESV)  
  Whoever sings songs to a heavy heart  

is like one who takes off a garment on a cold day,  
and like vinegar on soda.  

 
Proverbs 25:25 (ESV)  
  Like cold water to a thirsty soul,  

so is good news from a far country.  
 
Proverbs 27:19 (ESV)  
  As in water face reflects face,  

so the heart of man reflects the man.  

 
Song: “O Sing, My Soul” 

Words and music by Matt Boswell and Matt Papa 

 

O sing, my soul, the ancient song, and lend Your highest praise 

to Him who is the King of old and dwells in endless days. 

How resplendent His glory! How majestic His name! 

Now to the Uncreated One, oh, Let the anthem raise. 

 

O worship Him our Father God, the Spirit and the Word, 

Who fashioned all things from His joy, and saw that it was good. 

What perfection of friendship, what communion we shared! 

But choosing death, we fell from life aside the guilty pair. 

 

Now hear, my soul, the gospel song, attend the joyful news, 

for Christ has come, the perfect Son, His Father's will to choose. 

In our place He did suffer, in our place became sin, 

the death of death, the death of Christ who stands alive again 

 

Now, people of the risen Lord, O hear the call to go. 

Into the world we have been sent as messengers of hope. 

Christ alone be our treasure, Christ alone our reward. 

Come, bid the nations sing with us the praises of the Lord. 

 
Benediction  

2 Corinthians 13:14 (ESV)  

The grace of the Lord Jesus Christ and the love of God and the fellowship of the Holy Spirit be 

with you all.  

 


