
Welcome                     Erin Clarke

Old Testament Reading         Exodus 16:2-15
And as Aaron spoke to the whole congregation of the Israelites, they looked toward the wilderness, and the 
glory of the Lord appeared in the cloud. The Lord spoke to Moses and said, “I have heard the complaining 
of the Israelites; say to them, ‘At twilight you shall eat meat, and in the morning you shall have your fill of 
bread; then you shall know that I am the Lord your God.’“

In the evening quails came up and covered the camp; and in the morning there was a layer of dew around 
the camp. When the layer of dew lifted, there on the surface of the wilderness was a fine flaky substance, 
as fine as frost on the ground. When the Israelites saw it, they said to one another, “What is it?” For they did 
not know what it was. Moses said to them, “It is the bread that the Lord has given you to eat.

Open Up the Heavens
We’ve waited for this day
We’re gathered in your name
Calling out to you
Your glory like a fire
Awakening desire
Will burn our hearts with truth

You’re the reason we’re here
You’re the reason we’re singing

Open up the heavens
We want to see you
Open up the floodgates
A mighty river
Flowing from your heart
Filling every part of our praise
Your presence in this place

Your glory on our face
We’re looking to the sky
Descending like a cloud
You’re standing with us now
Lord, unveil our eyes

Show us, show us your glory
Show us, show us your power
Show us, show us your glory, Lord
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Egypt                               
You’re the God who fights for me
Lord of every victory
Hallelujah, Hallelujah
You have torn apart the sea
You have led me through the deep
Hallelujah, hallelujah

You stepped into my Egypt
You took me by the hand
You marched me out in freedom
Into the promised land
Now I will not forget You
I’ll sing of all You’ve done
Death is swallowed up forever
By the fury of Your love

New Wine
In the crushing
In the pressing
You are making
New wine
In the soil, I
Now surrender
You are breaking
New ground

So I yield to You and to Your careful hand
When I trust You I don’t need to understand

Make me Your vessel
Make me an offering
Make me whatever You want me to be
I came here with nothing
But all You have given me
Jesus, bring new wine out of me

‘Cause where there is new wine
There is new power
There is new freedom
And the kingdom is here
I lay down my old flames
To carry Your new fire today



Have Thine Own Way Lord
Have Thine own way, Lord! Have Thine own way!
Thou art the Potter, I am the clay.
Mold me and make me after Thy will,
While I am waiting, yielded and still.

Have Thine own way, Lord! Have Thine own way!
Search me and try me, Master, today!
Whiter than snow, Lord, wash me just now,
As in Thy presence humbly I bow.

Have Thine own way, Lord! Have Thine own way!
Wounded and weary, help me, I pray!
Power, all power, surely is Thine!
Touch me and heal me, Savior divine.

Have Thine own way, Lord! Have Thine own way!
Hold o’er my being absolute sway!
Fill with Thy Spirit till all shall see
Christ only, always, living in me.

Prayer for Tithes and Offerings          Caroline Foster

Rooted in Grace Video                Kristin Jones

Scripture Reading               Matthew 20:1-16 (NLT)                  The Benefield Family
Jesus said, “For the Kingdom of Heaven is like the landowner who went out early one morning to hire 
workers for his vineyard. He agreed to pay the normal daily wage and sent them out to work. At nine o’clock 
in the morning he was passing through the marketplace and saw some people standing around doing 
nothing. So he hired them, telling them he would pay them whatever was right at the end of the day. So they 
went to work in the vineyard. At noon and again at three o’clock he did the same thing. At five o’clock that 
afternoon he was in town again and saw some more people standing around. He asked them, ‘Why haven’t 
you been working today?’
“They replied, ‘Because no one hired us.’
“The landowner told them, ‘Then go out and join the others in my vineyard.’ That evening he told the foreman 
to call the workers in and pay them, beginning with the last workers first. When those hired at five o’clock 
were paid, each received a full day’s wage. When those hired first came to get their pay, they assumed they 
would receive more. But they, too, were paid a day’s wage. When they received their pay, they protested to 
the owner, 
‘Those people worked only one hour, and yet you’ve paid them just as much as you paid us who 
worked all day in the scorching heat.’
“He answered one of them, ‘Friend, I haven’t been unfair! Didn’t you agree to work all day for the usual 
wage? Take your money and go. I wanted to pay this last worker the same as you. Is it against the law for 
me to do what I want with my money? Should you be jealous because I am kind to others?’
“So those who are last now will be first then, and those who are first will be last.”

This is the word of the Lord.
Thanks be to God. 

Time For Children               Sarah Murray

Sermon                           Grace: Are You Sure? Steven Norris
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Lyrics reprinted with permission. CCLI #780910

How Great Thou Art
O Lord, my God, when I in awesome wonder
Consider all the worlds Thy Hands have made
I see the stars, I hear the rolling thunder
Thy power throughout the universe displayed

Then sings my soul, my Saviour God, to Thee
How great Thou art, how great Thou art
Then sings my soul, my Saviour God, to Thee
How great Thou art, how great Thou art

When through the woods and forest glades I wander
And hear the birds sing sweetly in the trees,
When I look down from lofty mountain grandeur,
And hear the brook and feel the gentle breeze:

And when I think of God, His Son not sparing
Sent Him to die, I scarce can take it in
That on the Cross, my burden gladly bearing
He bled and died to take away my sin

When Christ shall come with shout of acclamation
And lead me home, what joy shall fill my heart
Then I shall bow with humble adoration
And then proclaim, my God, how great Thou art

Benediction                Steven Norris


