
MOUNT VERNON PRESBYTERIAN CHURCH
OǩdeǩܹǙf ܹWǙǩǬhiǦܹ✥ܹܹق۬ؽنFM
MaǶǓdʹܹThǶǩǬdaʹ
AǦǩilܹؾǬǳؾؿؽؿܹۥ

ܚGATHERINGܹܚ

PǩelǶde ؿNǙܹܹ۬ۥلؾOǦܹܹ۬ܪMaǶǩkaܩ RʹaǓܹSaͮʹeǩ
FǩédéǩicܹChǙǦiǓܑܹنفمؾܝؽؾمؾܐ

WelcomeܹܹߘAnnoǶncemenǳǬ Reͭ۬ ܹBaǩǩeǳǳ AbeǩǓeǳhʹ

Pǩaʹeǩܹof ܹInͭocaǳion

CallܹǳoܹWoǩǬhip Reͭ۬ ܹIǬaacܹTǙǓeʹܝSchmiǳǳ
What can we give back to God
for all the good things He has done for us?

WeܹͮillܹlifǳܹǶǦܹǳheܹcǶǦܹǙf ܹǬalͭaǳiǙǓ
aǓdܹcallܹǙǓܹhiǬܹǓaǒeۧ
WeܹͮillܹǙΜeǩܹaܹǬacǩiΟceܹǙf ܹǳhaǓkǬgiͭiǓgۧ
WeܹͮillܹkeeǦܹǳheܹǦǩǙǒiǬeǬܹͮeͭܬeܹǒadeܹǳǙܹGǙd
iǓܹǳheܹǦǩeǬeǓceܹǙf ܹallܹhiǬܹǦeǙǦleۧ

Come, let us worship!

Hʹmn ܪWheǓܹIܹSǶǩͭeʹܹǳheܹWǙǓdǩǙǶǬܹCǩǙǬǬܩ MaǳǳhiaǬܹYǙǶǓg
HAMBURG

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.

See, from His head, His hands, His feet,
Sorrow and love Πow 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.

TheܹWaǬhingܹof ܹHandǬ Reͭ۬ ܹIǬaacܹTǙǓeʹܝSchmiǳǳ
O Prince of Peace, O Friend of Sinners,
we praise you and give you thanks,
because you laid aside your power as a garment
and took upon yourself the form of a slave.
YǙǶܹbecaǒeܹǙbedieǓǳܹǶǓǳǙܹdeaǳhܹۥeͭeǓܹdeaǳhܹǙǓܹaܹcǩǙǬǬ۬
YǙǶܹallǙͮedܹʹǙǶǩǬelf ܹǳǙܹbeܹbǙǩǓܹǳǙܹdieܹiǓܹǙǶǩܹǦlaceۥ
YǙǶܹallǙͮedܹʹǙǶǩܹǙͮǓܹfeeǳܹǳǙܹbeܹaǓǙiǓǳedܹfǙǩܹdeaǳh۬
YǙǶܹallǙͮedܹaܹǬiǓǓeǩܹǳǙܹͮaǬhܹʹǙǶǩܹfeeǳܹͮiǳhܹheǩܹǳeaǩǬ۬



FǙǩܹGǙdܹchǙǬeܹͮhaǳܹiǬܹlǙܹͮaǓdܹdeǬǦiǬedܹiǓܹǳheܹͮǙǩld
ǳǙܹǶǬheǩܹiǓܹǳhiǓgǬܹǳhaǳܹaǩe۬
TheǩefǙǩeܹͮۥiǳhܹǳheܹͮǙǒaǓܹͮhǙܹgaͭeܹʹǙǶܹbiǩǳhۥ
ͮiǳhܹǳheܹͮǙǒaǓܹͮhǙܹaǓǙiǓǳedܹʹǙǶܹfǙǩܹdeaǳhۥ
ͮiǳhܹǳheܹͮǙǒaǓܹͮhǙܹͮǙǩǬhiǦedܹʹǙǶܹͮiǳhܹheǩܹǳeaǩǬۥ
aǓdܹͮiǳhܹallܹǙǶǩܹfellǙܹͮǬiǓǓeǩǬ
ͮhǙܹhaͭeܹlǙͭedܹaǓdܹǬeǩͭedܹʹǙǶܹfǩǙǒܹǳhaǳܹǳiǒeܹǳillǓǙ ۥͮ
ͮeܹǦǩaiǬeܹʹǙǶܹۥLǙǩdܹJeǬǶǬ۬
Eternal God, blessed is our brother Jesus,
who on that night before Passover,
rose from the Supper, laid aside his garments
took a towel and poured water,
and washed his disciples’ feet, saying to them:
“If I, your Lord and Teacher,
have washed your feet,
you also ought to wash one another’s feet.
If you know these things,
blessed are you if you do them.”
CǙǒeܹǓǙ ǒighǳʹܹSǦiǩiǳܹǙfܹۥͮ ܹGǙdۥ
ͮaǬhܹǶǬܹaǓdܹǒakeܹǶǬܹǙǓeܹbǙdʹܹiǓܹChǩiǬǳۥ
ǳhaǳܹۥaǬܹͮeܹaǩeܹbǙǶǓdܹǳǙgeǳheǩ
iǓܹǳhiǬܹacǳܹǙf ܹlǙͭeۥ
ͮeܹǒaʹܹǓǙܹlǙǓgeǩܹbeܹiǓܹbǙǓdage
ǳǙܹǳheܹǦǩiǓciǦaliǳieǬܹaǓdܹǦǙͮeǩǬܹǳhaǳܹeǓǬlaͭeܹcǩeaǳiǙǓۥ
bǶǳܹǒaʹܹkǓǙܹͮʹǙǶǩܹlibeǩaǳiǓgܹǦeace
ǬǶchܹaǬܹǳheܹͮǙǩldܹcaǓǓǙǳܹgiͭeܹ۬AǒeǓ۬

JustڥasڥJesusڥcleansedڥHisڥdisciplesڥژfeet,ڥyouڥare nowڥinvitedڥtoڥcleanڥyouڥandڥyourڥneighborژsڥhands, living
intoڥtheڥnewڥcommandmentڥwhereڥJesusڥdeclaredڥthat youڥloveڥoneڥanotherڥ(John13:34ڥ).

Hʹmn ܪTakeܹMʹܹLifeܩ MaǳǳhiaǬܹYǙǶǓg
HENDON

Take my life, and let it be
Consecrated, Lord, to Thee.

Take my moments and my days;
Let them Πow in ceaseless praise,
Let them Πow in ceaseless praise.

Take my hands, and let them move
At the impulse of Thy love.

Take my feet, and let them be
Swift and beautiful for Thee,
Swift and beautiful for Thee.

Take my love, my Lord, I pour
At Thy feet its treasure store.

Take myself, and I will be
Ever, only, all for Thee,
Ever, only, all for Thee.



ܚTHEWORDܹܚ

PǩaʹeǩܹfoǩܹIllǶminaǳion Reͭ۬ ܹIǬaacܹTǙǓeʹܝSchmiǳǳ

ScǩipǳǶǩe كؿܝـؿۤؾؾCǙǩiǓǳhiaǓǬܹܹؾ
For I received from the Lord what I also handed on to you, that the Lord Jesus on the night when he was
betrayed took a loaf of bread, 24 and when he had given thanks, he broke it and said, “This is my body that is
for you. Do this in remembrance of me.” 25 In the same way he took the cup also, after supper, saying, “This
cup is the new covenant in my blood. Do this, as often as you drink it, in remembrance of me.” 26 For as
often as you eat this bread and drink the cup, you proclaim the Lord’s death until he comes.

Homilʹ Remembrance Reͭ۬ ܹBaǩǩeǳǳܹAbeǩǓeǳhʹ

ܚRESPONSEܹܚ

AΝǩmaǳionܹof ܹFaiǳh ٽCreedڥژApostlesڥTheټ Reͭ۬ ܹBaǩǩeǳǳܹAbeǩǓeǳhʹ
IܹbelieͭeܹiǓܹGǙdܹǳheܹFaǳheǩܹAlmighǳۥʹ ܹMakeǩܹǙfܹheaͭeǓ aǓdܹeaǩǳhۥ
AǓdܹiǓܹJeǬǶǬܹChǩiǬǳܹhiǬܹǙǓlʹܹSǙǓܹǙǶǩܹLǙǩd۲ܹͮhǙܹͮaǬ cǙǓceiͭedܹbʹܹǳheܹHǙlʹܹGhǙǬǳܹۥbǙǩǓܹǙfܹǳheܹViǩgiǓ
Maǩۥʹ ܹǬǶΜeǩedܹǶǓdeǩܹPǙǓǳiǶǬܹPilaǳeܹͮۥaǬܹcǩǶciΟedۥ deadܹۥaǓdܹbǶǩied۲ܹheܹdeǬceǓdedܹiǓǳǙܹhell۲ܹǳheܹǳhiǩd daʹ
heܹǩǙǬeܹagaiǓܹfǩǙmܹǳheܹdead۲ܹheܹaǬceǓdedܹiǓǳǙܹheaͭeǓۥ aǓdܹǬiǳǳeǳhܹǙǓܹǳheܹǩighǳܹhaǓdܹǙfܹGǙdܹǳheܹFaǳheǩ
Almighǳʹ۲ܹfǩǙmܹǳheǓceܹheܹǬhallܹcǙmeܹǳǙܹjǶdgeܹǳheܹǨǶick aǓdܹǳheܹdead۬
IܹbelieͭeܹiǓܹǳheܹHǙlʹܹGhǙǬǳ۲ܹǳheܹhǙlʹܹcaǳhǙlicܹchǶǩch۲ ǳheܹcǙmmǶǓiǙǓܹǙfܹǬaiǓǳǬ۲ܹǳheܹfǙǩgiͭeǓeǬǬܹǙfܹǬiǓǬ۲
ǳheܹǩeǬǶǩǩecǳiǙǓܹǙfܹǳheܹbǙdʹ۲ܹaǓdܹǳheܹlifeܹeͭeǩlaǬǳiǓg۬AmeǓ۬

Hʹmn ܪAǓܹUǦǦeǩܹRǙǙǒܹDidܹOǶǩܹLǙǩdܹPǩeǦaǩeܩ MaǳǳhiaǬܹYǙǶǓg
OܹWALYܹWALY

An upper room did our Lord prepare
For those He loved until the end:

And His disciples still gather there,
To celebrate their risen Friend.

A lasting gift Jesus gave His own;
To share His bread, His loving cup.

Whatever burdens may bow us down,
He by His cross shall lift us up.

No end there is! We depart in peace,
He loves beyond our uttermost:

In every room in our Father's house
Christ will be there, as Lord and Host.



TheܹSacǩamenǳܹof ܹǳheܹLoǩdܬǬܹSǶppeǩ Reͭ۬ AbeǩǓeǳhʹܹܹߘReͭ۬ ܹTǙǓeʹܝSchmiǳǳ
InͭiǳaǳionܹǳoܹǳheܹTable
Blessed are you, Lord our God, King of the universe, you who have brought forth bread from the earth.
BleǬǬedܹbeܹGǙdܹۥǓǙܹͮaǓdܹfǙǩeͭeǩۧ
Blessed are you, Lord our God, King of the universe, you who created the fruit of the vine.
BleǬǬedܹbeܹGǙdܹۥǓǙܹͮaǓdܹfǙǩeͭeǩۧ
As the grain once scattered in the Οelds and the grapes once dispersed on the hillsides are now reunited on
this table in bread and wine, so, Lord, may your whole church soon be gathered together from the corners of
the earth into your kingdom.
MaǩaǓaǳhaܹۧCǙǒeܹۥLǙǩdܹJeǬǶǬۧ
GǩeaǳܹThankǬgiͭing
The Lord be with you.
AǓdܹalǬǙܹͮiǳhܹʹǙǶ۬
Lift up your hearts
WeܹlifǳܹǳheǒܹǶǦܹǳǙܹǳheܹLǙǩd۬
Let us give thanks to the Lord our God.
IǳܹiǬܹǩighǳܹǳǙܹgiͭeܹǙǶǩܹǳhaǓkǬܹaǓdܹǦǩaiǬe۬

...For as often as you eat this bread and drink the cup, you proclaim the Lord's death until he comes.

WeܹǬhallܹdǙܹaǬܹǙǶǩܹLǙǩdܹcǙǒǒaǓdǬܹ۬WeܹǦǩǙclaiǒܹǳhaǳ ǙǶǩܹLǙǩdܹJeǬǶǬܹͮaǬܹǬeǓǳܹbʹܹGǙdܹiǓǳǙܹǳheܹͮǙǩldۥ
ǳhaǳܹheܹǳǙǙkܹǶǦǙǓܹhiǒǬelf ܹǙǶǩܹΠeǬhܹaǓdܹblǙǙdܹۥaǓdbǙǩeܹǳheܹͮǩaǳhܹǙf ܹGǙdܹagaiǓǬǳܹǙǶǩܹǬiǓܹ۬WeܹcǙǓfeǬǬ
ǳhaǳܹheܹͮaǬܹcǙǓdeǒǓedܹǳǙܹdieܹǳhaǳܹͮeܹǒighǳܹbeܹǦaǩdǙǓedۥ aǓdܹǬǶΜeǩedܹdeaǳhܹǳhaǳܹͮeܹǒighǳܹliͭeܹ۬We
ǦǩǙclaiǒܹǳhaǳܹheܹiǬܹǩiǬeǓܹǳǙܹǒakeܹǶǬܹǩighǳܹͮiǳhܹGǙdۥ aǓdܹǳhaǳܹheܹǬhallܹcǙǒeܹagaiǓܹiǓܹglǙǩʹܹǳǙ
hiǬܹǓeܹͮcǩeaǳiǙǓܹ۬WeܹdǙܹǳhiǬܹǓǙ aǓdܹǶǓǳilܹheܹcǙǒeǬܹۥͮ agaiǓ۬

PǩaʹeǩܹOͭeǩܹǳheܹElemenǳǬܹߘ TheڥLordژsڥPrayer
OǶǩܹfaǳheǩܹͮhǙܹaǩǳܹiǓܹheaͭeǓܹۥhallǙͮedܹbeܹǳhʹܹǓame۬ ThʹܹkiǓgdǙmܹcǙmeܹۥǳhʹܹͮillܹbeܹdǙǓeܹۥǙǓܹeaǩǳhܹaǬܹiǳ
iǬܹiǓܹheaͭeǓܹ۬GiͭeܹǶǬܹǳhiǬܹdaʹܹǙǶǩܹdailʹܹbǩead۲ܹaǓd fǙǩgiͭeܹǶǬܹǙǶǩܹdebǳǬܹۥaǬܹͮeܹfǙǩgiͭeܹǙǶǩܹdebǳǙǩǬ۲ aǓdܹlead
ǶǬܹǓǙǳܹiǓǳǙܹǳemǦǳaǳiǙǓܹbǶǳܹdeliͭeǩܹǶǬܹfǩǙmܹeͭilܹ۬FǙǩ ThiǓeܹiǬܹǳheܹkiǓgdǙmܹaǓdܹǳheܹǦǙͮeǩܹaǓd
ǳheܹglǙǩۥʹ ܹfǙǩeͭeǩܹ۬AmeǓ۬

WoǩdǬܹof ܹInǬǳiǳǶǳionܹܹߘCommǶnionܹof ܹǳheܹPeople
PoǬǳܹCommǶnionܹPǩaʹeǩ



ܚSENDINGܹܚ

Song ܪNǙͮWǙǶǓdedܹۥOܹSacǩedܹHeadܩ MaǳǳhiaǬܹYǙǶǓg
PASSIONܹCHORALE

O sacred head, now wounded,
With grief and shame weighed down;

Now scornfully surrounded
With thorns, Thine only crown;

O sacred Head, what glory,
What bliss till now was Thine!
Yet, though despised and gory,

I joy to call Thee mine.

What Thou, my Lord, hast suΜered
Was all for sinners’ gain:

Mine, mine was the transgression,
But Thine the deadly pain.
Lo, here I fall, my Savior!
’Tis I deserve Thy place;

Look on me with Thy favor,
Vouchsafe to me Thy grace.

What language shall I borrow
To thank Thee, dearest friend,

For this Thy dying sorrow,
Thy pity without end?

O make me Thine forever;
And should I fainting be,
Lord, let me never, never
Outlive my love to Thee.

Benedicǳion Reͭ۬ ܹBaǩǩeǳǳܹAbeǩǓeǳhʹ

PoǬǳlǶde ؾNǙܹܹ۬ܪGǓǙǬǬieǓǓeܩ RʹaǓ Saͮʹeǩ
EǩikܹSaǳieܑܹقؿنؾܝككمؾܐ

LeadingܹThiǬܹEͭeningܬǬܹWoǩǬhipܹSeǩͭice

Re ܹ۬ͭBaǩǩeǳǳܹAbeǩǓeǳhʹۤ Pastor ߘ Head of StaΜ
Re ܹ۬ͭIǬaacܹTǙǓeʹܝSchǒiǳǳۤ Associate Pastor of Faith Formation

MaǳǳhiaǬܹYǙǶǓgۤ Director of Music
RʹaǓܹSaͮʹeǩۤ Organist Apprentice




