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The Call to Worship 
 

The Hymn His Mercy Is More 
 

What love could remember no wrongs we have done? Omniscient, all 
knowing, He counts not their sum. Thrown into a sea without bottom 
or shore, our sins they are many, His mercy is more. 
 

Praise the Lord, His mercy is more. Stronger than darkness, new every morn. 
Our sins they are many, His mercy is more. 
 

What patience would wait as we constantly roam? What Father, so 
tender, is calling us home? He welcomes the weakest, the vilest, the 

poor. Our sins they are many, His mercy is more. Chorus 
 

What riches of kindness he lavished on us. His blood was the payment, 
His life was the cost. We stood 'neath a debt we could never afford. 
Our sins they are many, His mercy is more. Chorus 
 

Music and words by Matt Boswell and Matt Papa. © 2016 Messenger Hymns CCLI 600485 
 

The Invocation 
 

The Confession of Faith     Westminster Shorter Catechism #30  
    I Corinthians 2:12, Philippians 1:29,  
    and I Corinthians 1:9 

 

Leader: How does the Spirit apply to us the redemption purchased by 
Christ? 
 

People: The Spirit applies to us the redemption purchased by Christ, 
by working faith in us, and thereby uniting us to Christ in our 
effectual calling. 
 

Leader: How are we taught this truth in I Corinthians 2:12? 
 

People: “Now we have received not the spirit of the world, 
but the Spirit who is from God, that we might understand 
the things freely given us by God.” 

 

Leader: How are we taught this truth in Philippians 1:29? 
 

People: “For it has been granted to you that for the sake of 
Christ you should not only believe in him but also suffer for 
his sake.” 

 

Leader: How are we taught this truth in I Corinthians 1:9? 
 

People: “God is faithful, by whom you were called into the 
fellowship of his Son, Jesus Christ our Lord.”  

 

The Psalm Psalm 62 
 

For God alone, I wait in silence; my soul is still before the Lord. He is 
my rock and my salvation, my fortress strong; I trust in Him.  
 

I’ll not be shaken! I’ll not be shaken, for all my hope is in His love. From God 
alone comes my salvation; I wait and trust His steadfast love!  
 

Put not your hope in gain of riches; seek not your rest in empty 
wealth. The rich are weak; the poor are mighty, who turn to God alone 
for help.  Chorus 

 

Pour out your heart to God our refuge and trust in Him to hear you 
cry. No other hope will never fail you; no other love will not run 
dry. Chorus 

Words and Music ©2015 Wendell Kimbrough. 
 

The Scripture Reading   II Corinthians 12 
Pew Bible Page 970 

 

The Hymn Beneath the Cross of Jesus 
 

Beneath the cross of Jesus, I fain would take my stand, the shadow of a 
mighty rock within a weary land. A home within the wilderness, a rest 
upon the way, from the burning of the noontide heat, and the burden 
of the day.  
 



Upon the cross of Jesus, mine eye at times can see, the very dying form 
of One, Who suffered there for me; and from my stricken heart with 
tears two wonders I confess: the wonders of redeeming love and my 
unworthiness.  
 

I take, O cross, Thy shadow for my abiding place. I ask no other 
sunshine than the sunshine of His face; content to let the world go by 
to know no gain nor loss, My sinful self my only shame, my glory, all 
the cross. 
 

Words by Elizabeth Cecelia Douglas Clephane, music by Christopher Miner © 1997,  
Christopher Miner Music. Used by permission. All rights reserved. 

 

The children are dismissed to their choirs. 
 

The Evening Prayer 
 

The Sermon        Rev. Caleb Cangelosi 
 

Ephesians 1:19-23 
Pew Bible Page 976 

 

The Unseen Foundations of a Christian’s Life 
 

The Song  Jesus Cast A Look On Me 
 

Jesus cast a look on me, give me sweet simplicity. Make me poor and 
keep me low, seeking only Thee to know. 
 

All that feeds my busy pride, cast it evermore aside. Bid my will to 
Thine submit, lay me humbly at Thy feet. 
 

Make me like a little child, of my strength and wisdom spoiled. Seeing 
only in Thy light, walking only in Thy might. 
 

Leaning on Thy loving breast, where a weary soul can rest. Feeling well 
the peace of God, flowing from His precious blood. 
 

In this posture let me live, and hosannas daily give. In this temper let 
me die, and hosannas ever cry! 
 

Words by John Berridge, music by Matthew Perryman Jones © MPJ Music CCLI 600485 
 

The Benediction 
 
 

 
 
 

 


