
   

Mount Oak Fellowship of the UMC 

August 9th, 2020 

 9:30 am “Drive-in and Outdoor Service” 

(tune to FM 90.7) 

Greeting  
 

Call to Worship   (Adapted from Psalm 90; a prayer of Moses) 

Leader: Lord, you have been our dwelling place 

    throughout all generations.  

People: Before the mountains were born 

    or you brought forth the whole world, 

    from everlasting to everlasting you are God. 

 Leader:  A thousand years in your sight 

          are like a day that has just gone by, 

 People:  Yet you sweep people away in the sleep of death— 

             they are like the new grass of the morning: 

Leader:  Relent, LORD! How long will it be? 

          Have compassion on your servants. 

People:  Satisfy us in the morning with your unfailing love, 

          that we may sing for joy and be glad all our days. 
 

Song of Praise  O God, Our Help in Ages Past  

    Fill My Cup, Lord 
 

Going to God in Prayer          Pastor Butler 

To submit prayer requests text: 301-356-3431 
 

The Lord’s Prayer 
 

Song of Faith  Go Down, Moses 
 

Message Jesus > Moses (Hebrews 3:1-6) Pastor Barnes 
 

Song of Faith  I Love to Tell the Story 
 

Sending Forth     Christ has died. Christ is risen. Christ will come again. 
 

 

 
 

 

 

If you wish to give to Mount Oak Fellowship you may do so by going to the church 

webpage (mtoak.org), and clicking on GIVE.  After doing so you will be guided through 

the process of giving by credit card, bank transfer, or/and scheduling automatic giving. 

You may also give by texting 73256 to MTOAKFELLOWSHIPBOWIE or by using your 

mobile phone camera to scan the QR code to your left  

 



O God, Our Help in 

Ages Past  

O God, our help in ages past, 

Our hope for years to come, 

Our shelter from the stormy 

blast, 

And our eternal home! 

Under the shadow of Thy 

throne 

Thy saints have dwelt secure; 

Sufficient is Thine arm 

alone, 

And our defense is sure. 

Before the hills in order 

stood, 

Or earth received her frame, 

From everlasting Thou art 

God, 

To endless years the same. 

A thousand ages in Thy sight 

Are like an evening gone; 

Short as the watch that ends 

the night 

Before the rising sun. 

Time, like an ever rolling 

stream, 

Bears all its sons away; 

They fly, forgotten, as a 

dream 

Dies at the op'ning day. 

O God, our help in ages past, 

Our hope for years to come, 

Be Thou our Guide while life 

shall last, 

And our eternal home! 

 By Isaac Watts 
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Fill My Cup, Lord 

Like the woman at the well,  

I was seeking 

For things that could not 

satisfy. 

And then I heard my Savior 

speaking— 

“Draw from My well that 

never shall run dry.” 

Chorus 
Fill my cup, Lord; 

I lift it up Lord; 

Come and quench this 

thirsting of my soul. 

Bread of Heaven, feed me till 

I want no more. 

Fill my cup, fill it up and 

make me whole. 

There are millions in this 

world who are craving 

The pleasures earthly things 

afford. 

But none can match the 

wondrous treasure 

That I find in Jesus Christ my 

Lord. 

So my brother if the things 

this world gave you 

Leave hungers that won’t 

pass away, 

My blessed Lord will come 

and save you 

If you kneel to Him and 

humbly pray. 
 

By Richard Blanchard 
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Go Down, Moses 

When Israel was in Egypt's 

land, 

let my people go; 

oppressed so hard they could 

not stand, 

let my people go.  

Chorus 

Go down, Moses, 

way down in Egypt's land; 

tell old Pharaoh 

to let my people go! 

"Thus saith the Lord," bold 

Moses said, 

let my people go; 

"if not, I'll smite your 

firstborn dead," 

let my people go. 

No more shall they in 

bondage toil, 

let my people go; 

let them come out with 

Egypt's spoil, 

let my people go.  

We need not always weep 

and mourn, 

let my people go; 

and wear those slavery 

chains forlorn, 

let my people go.  

Come, Moses, you will not 

get lost, 

let my people go; 

stretch out your rod and 

come across, 

let my people go.  

If you kneel to Him and 

humbly pray. 

O let us all from bondage 

flee, 

let my people go; 

and let us all in Christ be 

free, 

let my people go. 
 

African American Spiritual 
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I Love to Tell the Story 

1 I love to tell the story 

of unseen things above, 

of Jesus and his glory, 

of Jesus and his love. 

I love to tell the story 

because I know 'tis true; 

it satisfies my longings 

as nothing else could do. 

Chorus 
I love to tell the story; 

'twill be my theme in glory 

to tell the old, old story 

of Jesus and his love. 

I love to tell the story; 

more wonderful it seems 

than all the golden fancies 

of all our golden dreams. 

I love to tell the story, 

it did so much for me; 

and that is just the reason 

I tell it now to thee.  

I love to tell the story; 

'tis pleasant to repeat 

what seems, each time I tell 

it, 

more wonderfully sweet. 

I love to tell the story, 

for some have never heard 

the message of salvation 

from God's own holy Word.  

I love to tell the story, 

for those who know it best 

seem hungering and thirsting 

to hear it like the rest. 

And when in scenes of glory 

I sing the new, new song, 

'twill be the old, old story 

that I have loved so long.  
 
 

Words by A. Catherine Hankey 

Music b William G. Fischer 
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