
                THE LORD’S DAY 

  June 29, 2025 

 
“For where two or three are gathered together in my name,    

there am I in the midst of them.”   Matthew 18:20 

PRELUDE – The prelude is a time for heart preparation.  It is 

important that we use this time for preparing ourselves for the 

privilege of entering the presence of the King. 

 

Welcome and Announcements 

 

Preparation for Worship and Chorus                                              277 

HYMN                  “Wonderful Grace of Jesus” 324 

HYMN   “Stand Up for Jesus” 502 

Worship by Giving 

Prayer for our Missionaries 

HYMN   “I Love to Tell the Story” 561 

Scripture                       Ezekiel 3:18-21  

Prayer   

CHORUS     “Come Thou Found of Every Blessing” 607 

Message                                 Free Speech?  

HYMN  “There is Something About That Name” 619 

Benediction and Postlude 

 

 

 

 

 

“Let your speech be always with grace, seasoned with salt, that ye 
may know how ye ought to answer every man.” 

                                                                    Colossians 4:6 

.             

               

         

  

He's Helping Me Now 

He's helping me now--this moment, 

Though I may not see it or hear, 

Perhaps by a friend far distant, 

Perhaps by a stranger near, 

Perhaps by a spoken message 

Perhaps by the printed word; 

In ways that I know and know not 

I have the help of the Lord. 

He's keeping me now--this moment, 

However I need it most, 

Perhaps by a single angel, 

Perhaps by a mighty host, 

Perhaps by the chain that frets me, 

Or the walls that shut me in; 

In ways that I know or know not 

He keeps me from harm and sin. 

He's guiding me now--this moment, 

In pathways easy or hard, 

Perhaps by a door wide open, 

Perhaps by a door fast barred, 

Perhaps by a joy withholden 

Perhaps by a gladness given; 

In ways that I know and know not, 

He's leading me up to heaven. 

He's using me now--this moment, 

And whether I go or stand, 

Perhaps by a plan accomplished 

Perhaps when he stays my hand, 

Perhaps by a word in season 

Perhaps by a silent prayer; 

In ways that I know and know not, 

His labor of love I share. 

--Annie Johnson Flint 

 


