
 
 Sunday, August 3, 2025 

 

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

Welcome and Announcements 
 

Opening Prayer 

 

Call to Worship 

Psalm 150:1–6 (ESV)  

 1  Praise the LORD!  

  Praise God in his sanctuary;  

praise him in his mighty heavens!  

 2  Praise him for his mighty deeds;  

praise him according to his excellent greatness!  

 3  Praise him with trumpet sound;  

praise him with lute and harp!  

 4  Praise him with tambourine and dance;  

praise him with strings and pipe!  

 5  Praise him with sounding cymbals;  

praise him with loud clashing cymbals!  

 6  Let everything that has breath praise the LORD!  

  Praise the LORD!  

    

Hymn: “My Savior’s Love” 

Words and music by Charles H. Gabriel 
 

I stand amazed in the presence of Jesus, the Nazarene, 

and wonder how He could love me, a sinner, condemned, unclean. 

 

How marvelous! How wonderful! And my song shall ever be: 

How marvelous! How wonderful is my Savior’s love for me! 
 

For me it was in the garden He prayed: “Not My will, but Thine.” 

He had no tears for His own griefs, but sweat drops of blood for mine. 
 

How marvelous! How wonderful! And my song shall ever be: 

How marvelous! How wonderful is my Savior’s love for me! 
 



In pity angels beheld Him, and came from the world of light 

to comfort Him in the sorrows He bore for my soul that night. 
 

How marvelous! How wonderful! And my song shall ever be: 

How marvelous! How wonderful is my Savior’s love for me! 
 

He took my sins and my sorrows, He made them His very own; 

He bore the burden to Calv’ry, and suffered and died alone. 
 

How marvelous! How wonderful! And my song shall ever be: 

How marvelous! How wonderful is my Savior’s love for me! 
 

When with the ransomed in glory His face I at last shall see, 

’Twill be my joy through the ages to sing of His love for me. 

 

How marvelous! How wonderful! And my song shall ever be: 

How marvelous! How wonderful is my Savior’s love for me! 

 

Hymn: “He Leadeth Me! O Blessed Thought” 

Words: Joseph H. Gilmore. Music: William B. Bradbury. 

 

He leadeth me! O blessed thought!  

O words with heavenly comfort fraught!  

Whate’er I do, wher’er I be,  

still ’tis God’s hand that leadeth me! 

 

He leadeth me, He leadeth me,  

by His own hand He leadeth me;  

His faithful follower I would be,  

for by His hand He leadeth me.  

 

Sometimes ’mid scenes of deepest gloom,  

sometimes where Eden’s flowers bloom,  

by waters still, o’er troubled sea,  

still ’tis His hand that leadeth me! 

 

He leadeth me, He leadeth me,  

by His own hand He leadeth me;  

His faithful follower I would be,  

for by His hand He leadeth me. 

 

Lord, I would clasp Thy hand in mine,  

nor ever murmur nor repine;  

content, whatever lot I see,  

since ’tis Thy hand that leadeth me! 

 

He leadeth me, He leadeth me,  

by His own hand He leadeth me;  



His faithful follower I would be,  

for by His hand He leadeth me.  

 

And when my task on earth is done,  

when, by Thy grace, the victor’s won,  

e’en death’s cold wave I will not flee,  

since God through Jordan leadeth me! 

 

He leadeth me, He leadeth me,  

by His own hand He leadeth me;  

His faithful follower I would be,  

for by His hand He leadeth me.  

 

Time of Prayer 

 

Sermon: “Mission Critical” 

Mark 1:35–45 (ESV)  
35 And rising very early in the morning, while it was still dark, he departed and went out to a 

desolate place, and there he prayed. 36 And Simon and those who were with him searched for him, 
37 and they found him and said to him, “Everyone is looking for you.” 38 And he said to them, “Let 

us go on to the next towns, that I may preach there also, for that is why I came out.” 39 And he went 

throughout all Galilee, preaching in their synagogues and casting out demons.  
40 And a leper came to him, imploring him, and kneeling said to him, “If you will, you can make 

me clean.” 41 Moved with pity, he stretched out his hand and touched him and said to him, “I will; be 

clean.” 42 And immediately the leprosy left him, and he was made clean. 43 And Jesus sternly charged 

him and sent him away at once, 44 and said to him, “See that you say nothing to anyone, but go, 

show yourself to the priest and offer for your cleansing what Moses commanded, for a proof to 

them.” 45 But he went out and began to talk freely about it, and to spread the news, so that Jesus 

could no longer openly enter a town, but was out in desolate places, and people were coming to him 

from every quarter.  

 

Hymn: “How Deep the Father’s Love for Us” 

Words and Music: Stuart Townend. 

 

How deep the Father’s love for us, how vast beyond all measure, 

that He should give His only Son to make a wretch His treasure. 

How great the pain of searing loss, the Father turns His face away 

as wounds which mar the Chosen One bring many sons to glory. 

 

Behold the Man upon a cross, my sin upon His shoulders. 

Ashamed, I hear my mocking voice call out among the scoffers. 

It was my sin that held Him there until it was accomplished. 

His dying breath has brought me life, I know that it is finished. 

 

I will not boast in anything, no gifts, no power, no wisdom; 

But I will boast in Jesus Christ, His death and resurrection. 



Why should I gain from His reward? I cannot give an answer; 

But this I know with all my heart, His wounds have paid my ransom. 

 

The Lord’s Supper 

 

Hymn: “O Fount of Love” 

Words and music by Matt Boswell and Matt Papa. 

 

O fount of love divine that flows from my Savior's bleeding side 

Where sinners trade their filthy rags for His righteousness applied. 

Mercy cleansing ev'ry stain, now rushing o'er us like a flood; 

There the wretch and vilest ones stand adopted through His blood. 

 

O mount of grace to Thee we cling, from the law hath set us free. 

Once and for all on Calv'ry's hill, love and justice shall agree. 

Praise the Lord! The price is paid, the curse defeated by the Lamb. 

We who once were slaves by birth, sons and daughters now we stand. 

 

O well of joy is mine to drink, for my Lord has conquered death., 

Victorious forevermore, the ancient foe is laid to rest. 

Hallelujah! Christ is King, alive and reigning on the throne; 

Our tongues employed with hymns of praise: Glory be to God alone. 

 

Hallelujah! Christ is King, alive and reigning on the throne; 

Our tongues employed with hymns of praise: Glory be to God alone. 

 

Benediction  

1 Timothy 6:21b (ESV)  

Grace be with you.  


