
Prelude  Yannah Gustafson 

Welcome and Prayer  Pastor Oren Conner 

 

 P R O P H E C Y  

Scripture Reading Isaiah 53:1-6 Jaime Rhymes 

Song When I Survey the Wondrous Cross // 144 

Reading The Table of Hope Pastor Oren Conner 

  

 C O M M U N I O N  

Scripture Reading Matthew 26:17-29 Pastor Oren Conner 

Song In Remembrance 

Service of the Table 

 

 A R R E S T  &  T R I A L   

Scripture Reading Luke 22:39-53 Doug Woolworth 

Song There is a Fountain // 142 

 

 C R U C I F I X I O N  &  B U R I A L 

Scripture Reading John 19:17-42 Kendall Abbas 

Song Were You There? Hannah and  
  Kendall Abbas 

 

Closing Prayer  Pastor Oren Conner 

Postlude  Yannah Gustafson  





144 // When I Survey the Wondrous Cross 
 

When I survey the wondrous cross, 
On which the Prince of glory died, 
My richest gain I count but loss, 

And pour contempt on all my pride. 
 

Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast, 
Save in the death of Christ, my God; 

All the vain things that charm me most, 
I sacrifice them to His blood. 

 
See, from His head, His hands, His feet, 

Sorrow and love flow mingled down; 
Did e’er such love and sorrow meet, 
Or thorns compose so rich a crown? 

 
Were the whole realm of nature mine, 

That were a present far too small; 
Love so amazing, so divine, 

Demands my soul, my life, my all. 
 
 

365 // In Remembrance 
 

In remembrance of Me, eat this bread. 
In remembrance of Me, drink this wine. 

In remembrance of Me, pray for the time 
When God’s own will is done. 

 
In remembrance of Me, heal the sick. 

In remembrance of Me, feed the poor. 
In remembrance of Me, open the door 

And let your brother in, let him in. 
 

Take, eat, and be comforted, 
Drink, and remember, too, 

That this is My body and precious blood  
Shed for you, shed for you. 

 
(cont’d) 



 
In remembrance of Me, search for truth. 

In remembrance of Me, always love. 
In remembrance of Me, don’t look above, 

But in your heart,  
Look in your heart for God. 

Do this in remembrance of Me. 
 
 

142 // There Is a Fountain 
 

There is a fountain filled with blood 
Drawn from Immanuel’s veins; 

And sinners, plunged beneath that flood, 
Lose all their guilty stains: 

Lose all their guilty stains, Lose all their guilty stains; 
And sinners, plunged beneath that flood, 

Lose all their guilty stains. 
 

The dying thief rejoiced to see 
That fountain in His day; 

And there may I, though vile as he, 
Wash all my sins away: 

Wash all my sins away, Wash all my sins away; 
And there may I, though vile as he, 

Wash all my sins away. 
 

Dear dying Lamb, Thy precious blood 
Shall never lose its pow’r 

Till all the ransomed church of God 
Be saved, to sin no more: 

Be saved, to sin no more, Be saved, to sin no more; 
Till all the ransomed church of God 

Be saved to sin no more. 
 

E’er since by faith I saw the stream 
Thy flowing wounds supply, 

Redeeming love has been my theme, 
And shall be till I die: 

And shall be till I die, And shall be till I die; 
Redeeming love has been my theme, 


