
Anthem Text

We Walk by Faith
Michael Costello

We walk by faith and not by sight; 
With gracious words draw near, 

O Christ, who spoke as none e’er spoke: 
“My peace be with you here.”

We may not touch your hands and side, 
Nor follow where you trod; 

But in your promise we rejoice, 
And cry, “My Lord and God!”

Help then, O Lord, our unbelief, 
And may our faith abound

To call on you when you are near, 
And seek where you are found.

That, when our life of faith is done, 
In realms of clearer light 

we may behold you as your are, 
With full and endless sight. 
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Offertory Text: 

How can I keep from singing?
arr. Alan Bullard

My life flows on in endless song, 
Above earth’s lamentation; 

I hear the clear though far-off hymn
That hails a new creation. 

Through all the tumult and the strife, 
I hear the music ringing; 

It finds an echo in my soul, 
How can I keep from singing? 

What though the tempest loudly roars, 
I know my Savior liveth; 

Although the darkness binds me close, 
Deep in the night sweet songs he giveth. 
His inner peace makes fresh my heart, 

A fountain ever springing; 
Since love is Lord of heaven and earth, 

How can I keep from singing? 
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