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Mark 2:1-12

WHEN I SURVEY THE 
WONDROUS CROSS 
by Isaac Watts and Lowell Mason

Song of the Month

And when he returned to Capernaum after some days, it 

was reported that he was at home. 2 And many were 

gathered together, so that there was no more room, not 

even at the door. And he was preaching the word to 

them. 3 And they came, bringing to him a paralytic 

carried by four men. 4 And when they could not get 

near him because of the crowd, they removed the roof 

above him, and when they had made an opening, they 

let down the bed on which the paralytic lay. 5 And when 

Jesus saw their faith, he said to the paralytic, "Son, your 

sins are forgiven." 6 Now some of the scribes were 

sitting there, questioning in their hearts, 7 "Why does 

this man speak like that? He is blaspheming! Who can 

forgive sins but God alone?" 8 And immediately Jesus, 

perceiving in his spirit that they thus questioned within 

themselves, said to them, "Why do you question these 

things in your hearts? 9 Which is easier, to say to the 

paralytic, 'Your sins are forgiven,' or to say, 'Rise, take 

up your bed and walk'? 10 But that you may know that 

the Son of Man has authority on earth to forgive sins"-- 

he said to the paralytic-- 11 "I say to you, rise, pick up 

your bed, and go home." 12 And he rose and 

immediately picked up his bed and went out before 

them all, so that they were all amazed and glorified God, 

saying, "We never saw anything like this!"

God to send out more laborers from Providence into His harvest field

Pastor Phil and the missions team as they finalize plans for the missions’ festival, and that our heart as a church would be 

stirred to see God worshipped by all the peoples of the earth!

Providence mission partners to be encouraged and strengthened for the ministry God has given them

The light of the Gospel to shine on the people of Iran

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.


