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2/04/18 
 Come with Singing (Choir – Introit) 
 (Mark Patterson) 
  
 Come into the house of the Lord with singing. Come fill His courts with the sound of praise. Come into the house of the Lord with singing. Bring a song to praise the living God. Bring a song to praise the living 
God. Come and praise the Lord!  

 God’s Son Has Made Me Free (Choir – Offertory) 
 (Brorson/Grieg, arr. Overby) 
  
 God’s Son has made me free! God’s Son has made me fee from Satan’s tyranny; from fear of death, and bonds of sin; from all that plagues my soul within. The Holy One divine, became a friend of mine. From 
heaven high, from starry sky, he came to live, to die. O boundless love, he came, he died, he rose forever glorified! He came to give, to die, that I might live. From heaven high, from starry sky, He came to die, that I might live, 
might live with him eternally, God’s Son has made me free. God’s Son has made me free. God’s Son has made me free, yes, free, yes, free! Free, free, free! God’s Son has made me free. 

2/11/17 – Second Sunday Strings 

2/18/17 
 Come, Thou Fount (Handbell Choir – Introit) 
 (arr. Dan R. Edwards) 

 Come Medley (Choir – Offertory) 
 (Himebook – using “I Heard the Voice of Jesus say” Bonar/Dykes & “Come to the Waters” Boice/Jones) 

Come, come to the waters, O come, come to the source of life, lay down your weary burden, take His yoke and rest. All you who thirst, just come, come to the waters, O come, come to the source of life. O come to Jesus. 
I heard the voice of Jesus say, “Come unto me and rest; lay down, O weary one, lay down your head upon my breast.” I came to Jesus as I was, weary and worn and sad; I found in him a resting place, and he has made me glad. 
I heard the voice of Jesus say, “Behold, I freely give the living water; thirsty one, stoop down and drink, and live.” I came to Jesus, and I drank of that life-giving stream; my thirst was quenched, my soul revived, and now I live 
in him. 
Come, come to the waters, O come, come to the source of life, lay down your weary burden, take His yoke and rest. All you who thirst, just come, come to the waters, O come, come to the source of life. O come to Jesus. 
(Congregation joins here!)  
Come to the waters, whoever is thirsty; drink from the Fountain that never runs dry. Jesus, the Living One, offers you mercy, life more abundant in boundless supply. 
Come to the River that flows from the city, forth from the throne of the Father and Son. Jesus the Savior says, “Come and drink deeply.” Drink from the pure inexhaustible One. 
Come to the Savior, the God of salvation. God has provided an end to sin’s strife. Why will you suffer the Law’s condemnation? Take the free gift of the water of life. 
(Congregation out) 
Come, come to the waters, O come, come to the source of life, lay down your weary burden, take His yoke and rest. All you who thirst, just come, come to the waters, O come, come to the source of life. O come to Jesus. 

2/25/17 – Fourth Sunday Brass 

How Can I Keep from Singing (Children’s Choir – Introit) 
 (Ginger Littleton) 

2/4/18 Organ Come With Singing  w/HB Ruth Out God's Son Has Set Me Free 

2/11/18 ML Piano SSS Piano

2/18/18 Come, Thou Fount #34 Organ MISSION'S CONFERENCE Come Medley

2/25/18 Organ How Can I Keep from Singing? 4SB John Linn (?)
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 Noelle Brink - Soprano 
  
 My life flows on in endless song, above earth’s lamentation. I hear the real though far off song that hails a new creation. No storm can shake my inmost calm, while to that rock I’m clinging; It sounds an echo in my 
soul, how can I keep from singing? 
 What though the tempest round me roars, I know the truth, It liveth. What though the darkness round me close, songs in the night It givith. No storm can shake my inmost calm, while to that rock I’m clinging since 
God is lord of heaven and earth, how can I keep from singing? 
 My life flows on in endless song above earth’s lamentation. I hear a real though far off song that hails a new creation. No storm can shake my inmost calm, while to that rock I’m clinging. It sounds an echo in my 
soul, How can I keep from singing? How can I keep from singing? 


