TRINITY PRESBYTERIAN CHURCH

THE HYMN OF WORSHIP

How Deep the Father’s Love for Us

THE EVENING SERVICE OF WORSHIP
Let us come before the Lord our God in silence, preparing our hearts to
worship!
May 9, 2021
5:30 PM
THE PRELUDE
THE GREETING OF THE CONGREGATION
THE CALL TO WORSHIP-Jeremiah 30:18-20
THE HYMN OF PRAISE-NO. 438

All Lands, to God in Joyful Sounds
All lands, to God in joyful sounds aloft your voices raise;
Sing forth the honor of his name, and glorious make his praise,
And glorious make his praise.
Say ye to God, “How terrible in all thy works art thou!
To thee thy foes by thy great pow’r shall be constrained to bow,
Shall be constrained to bow.
“Yea, all the earth shall worship thee, and unto thee shall sing;
To thy great name shall songs of joy with loud hosannas ring;
With loud hosannas ring.”
O come, behold the works of God, His mighty doings see;
In dealing with the sons of men most wonderful is he,
Most wonderful is he.
THE INVOCATION
THE OLD TESTAMENT READING- I SAMUEL 13:1-7

The Reader: The Word of the Lord!
The Congregation: Thanks be to God!
THE SCRIPTURE LESSON-1 Peter 3:7
THE SERMON-Pastor Beaulieu

“The Command to Husbands”

THE PSALM OF PREPARATION-THE PSALTER 9B

Sing Praise to the Lord (Stanza 1)
Sing praise to the Lord, who in Zion does dwell;
Among all the peoples His great doings tell.
When blood He avenges, His mem’ry is clear;
The cry of the poor never fades from His ear.
THE EVENING PRAYERS OF THE CONGREGATION
(The Congregation is encouraged to join in a corporate “Amen.”)
THE PSALM OF RESPONSE- THE PSALTER 9B

Sing Praise to the Lord (Stanza 2)
Lord, see what I suffer from malice and hate;
Have mercy! O lift me away from death’s gate;
In gates of the daughter of Zion I’ll praise,
Rejoicing in Your mighty power to save.
THE CLOSING HYMN OF WORSHIP-NO. 402

Abide with Me: Fast Falls the Eventide
Abide with me: fast falls the eventide;
The darkness deepens; Lord, with me abide:
When other helpers fail, and comforts flee,
Help of the helpless, O abide with me.
Swift to its close ebbs out life’s little day;
Earth’s joys grow dim, its glories pass away;
Change and decay in all around I see;
O thou who changest not, abide with me.
I need thy presence every passing hour;
What but thy grace can foil the tempter’s pow’r?
Who like thyself my guide and stay can be?
Through cloud and sunshine, O abide with me.
I fear no foe, with thee at hand to bless:
Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness.
Where is death’s sting? Where, grave, thy victory?
I triumph still, if thou abide with me.

Hold thou the cross before my closing eyes;
Shine through the gloom, and point me to the skies:
Heav’n’s morning breaks, and earth’s vain shadows flee:
In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me.
THE BENEDICTION
THE POSTLUDE

