
 
Sunday, May 16, 2021 

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

 

Welcome and Announcements 
 

Opening Prayer 
 
Hymn: “All Creatures of Our God and King” 

Words: Francis of Assisi (paraphrased by William H. Draper and Thomas Ken).  

Music: Geistliche Kirchengesänge (harmonized by Ralph Vaughan Williams). 

 

All creatures of our God and King, lift up your voice and with us sing, 

Alleluia! Alleluia! 

Thou burning sun with golden beam, Thou silver moon with softer gleam! 

O praise Him! O praise Him! Alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia! 

 

Thou rushing wind that art so strong, ye clouds that sail in Heaven along, 

O praise Him! Alleluia! 

Thou rising morn, in praise rejoice, ye lights of evening, find a voice! 

O praise Him! O praise Him! Alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia! 

 

And all ye men of tender heart, forgiving others, take your part, 

O sing ye! Alleluia! 

Ye who long pain and sorrow bear, praise God and on Him cast your care! 

O praise Him! O praise Him! Alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia! 

 

Let all things their Creator bless, and worship Him in humbleness, 

O praise Him! Alleluia! 

Praise, praise the Father, praise the Son, and praise the Spirit, Three in One! 

O praise Him! O praise Him! Alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia! 

 

Hymn: “Come, Behold the Wondrous Mystery” 

Words and music: Matt Papa, Matt Boswell, and Michael Bleecker. 

 

Come behold the wondrous mystery, in the dawning of the King; 

He the theme of heaven’s praises, robed in frail humanity. 

In our longing, in our darkness, now the light of life has come; 

look to Christ, who condescended, took on flesh to ransom us. 



Come behold the wondrous mystery, He the perfect Son of Man; 

in His living, in His suffering never trace nor stain of sin. 

See the true and better Adam, come to save the hell-bound man; 

Christ, the great and sure fulfillment of the law; in Him we stand. 
 

Come behold the wondrous mystery, Christ the Lord upon the tree, 

in the stead of ruined sinners, hangs the Lamb in victory. 

See the price of our redemption, see the Father’s plan unfold; 

bringing many sons to glory, grace unmeasured, love untold. 
 

Come behold the wondrous mystery, slain by death the God of life; 

but no grave could e’er restrain Him, praise the Lord, He is alive! 

What a foretaste of deliverance, how unwavering our hope; 

Christ in power resurrected, as we will be when he comes. 
 

Song: “I Will Glory in My Redeemer” 

Words and music: Steve Cook and Vikki Cook. 
 

I will glory in my Redeemer, 

whose priceless blood has ransomed me. 

Mine was the sin that drove the bitter nails 

and hung Him on that judgment tree. 

I will glory in my Redeemer, 

who crushed the power of sin and death; 

my only Savior before the holy Judge, 

the Lamb who is my righteousness, 

the Lamb who is my righteousness. 
 

I will glory in my Redeemer; 

my life He bought, my love He owns. 

I have no longings for another; 

I’m satisfied in Him alone. 

I will glory in my Redeemer, 

His faithfulness my standing place. 

Though foes are mighty and rush upon me, 

my feet are firm, held by His grace, 

my feet are firm, held by His grace. 
 

I will glory in my Redeemer, 

who carries me on eagles’ wings. 

He crowns my life with lovingkindness; 

His triumph song I’ll ever sing. 

I will glory in my Redeemer, 

who waits for me at gates of gold. 

And when He calls me, it will be paradise, 

His face forever to behold, 

His face forever to behold. 

 



Time of Prayer 

Matthew 6:7–13 (ESV)  

7 “And when you pray, do not heap up empty phrases as the Gentiles do, for they think that they 

will be heard for their many words. 8 Do not be like them, for your Father knows what you need 

before you ask him. 9 Pray then like this:  

  “Our Father in heaven,  

  hallowed be your name.  

 10  Your kingdom come,  

  your will be done,  

on earth as it is in heaven.  

 11  Give us this day our daily bread,  

 12  and forgive us our debts,  

as we also have forgiven our debtors.  

 13  And lead us not into temptation,  

but deliver us from evil.  

  [For yours is the kingdom and the power 

and the glory forever. Amen.] 

 

Sermon: “Seven Trumpets” 

Revelation 8 (ESV)  
1 When the Lamb opened the seventh seal, there was silence in heaven for about half an hour. 

2 Then I saw the seven angels who stand before God, and seven trumpets were given to them. 3 And 

another angel came and stood at the altar with a golden censer, and he was given much incense to 

offer with the prayers of all the saints on the golden altar before the throne, 4 and the smoke of the 

incense, with the prayers of the saints, rose before God from the hand of the angel. 5 Then the angel 

took the censer and filled it with fire from the altar and threw it on the earth, and there were peals of 

thunder, rumblings, flashes of lightning, and an earthquake.  
6 Now the seven angels who had the seven trumpets prepared to blow them.  
7 The first angel blew his trumpet, and there followed hail and fire, mixed with blood, and these 

were thrown upon the earth. And a third of the earth was burned up, and a third of the trees were 

burned up, and all green grass was burned up.  
8 The second angel blew his trumpet, and something like a great mountain, burning with fire, was 

thrown into the sea, and a third of the sea became blood. 9 A third of the living creatures in the sea 

died, and a third of the ships were destroyed.  
10 The third angel blew his trumpet, and a great star fell from heaven, blazing like a torch, and it 

fell on a third of the rivers and on the springs of water. 11 The name of the star is Wormwood. A 

third of the waters became wormwood, and many people died from the water, because it had been 

made bitter.  
12 The fourth angel blew his trumpet, and a third of the sun was struck, and a third of the moon, 

and a third of the stars, so that a third of their light might be darkened, and a third of the day might 

be kept from shining, and likewise a third of the night.  
13 Then I looked, and I heard an eagle crying with a loud voice as it flew directly overhead, “Woe, 

woe, woe to those who dwell on the earth, at the blasts of the other trumpets that the three angels 

are about to blow!”  

 



Hymn: “The Solid Rock”  

Words: Edward Mote. Music: William B. Bradbury. 

 

My hope is built on nothing less than Jesus’ blood and righteousness; 

I dare not trust the sweetest frame, but wholly lean on Jesus’ name. 

 

On Christ, the solid Rock, I stand; all other ground is sinking sand, 

all other ground is sinking sand. 

 

When darkness seems to hide His face, I rest on His unchanging grace; 

in every high and stormy gale, my anchor holds within the veil. 

 

On Christ, the solid Rock, I stand; all other ground is sinking sand, 

all other ground is sinking sand. 

 

His oath, His covenant, His blood, support me in the whelming flood; 

when all around my soul gives way, He then is all my hope and stay.  

 

On Christ, the solid Rock, I stand; all other ground is sinking sand, 

all other ground is sinking sand. 

 

When He shall come with trumpet sound, oh, may I then in Him be found; 

dressed in His righteousness alone, faultless to stand before the throne.  

 

On Christ, the solid Rock, I stand; all other ground is sinking sand, 

all other ground is sinking sand. 

 

Benediction  

Revelation 22:21 (ESV)  

The grace of the Lord Jesus be with all. Amen.  

 


