
​Order of Worship​
​September 27th 2026 ~ 18th Sunday after the Pentecost  ~ 10:30am​

​Prelude​
​Hymn Medley​

​High Plains​
​Phillip Aaberg​

​First Light​
​Michael Whalen​

​Sheep May Safely Graze​
​JS Bach​

​Welcome​

​Hymn of Praise​
​Open The Eyes Of My Heart​
​WS #187​

​Open the eyes of my heart, Lord​
​Open the eyes of my heart​
​I want to see You​
​I want to see You​

​Open the eyes of my heart, Lord​
​Open the eyes of my heart​
​I want to see You​
​I want to see You​

​To see You high and lifted up​
​Shinin’ in the light of Your glory​
​Pour out Your power and love​
​As we sing holy, holy, holy​

​To see You high and lifted up​
​Shinin’ in the light of Your glory​
​Pour out Your power and love​
​As we sing holy, holy, holy​

​Open the eyes of my heart, Lord​
​Open the eyes of my heart​
​I want to see You​
​I want to see You​

​Open the eyes of my heart, Lord​
​Open the eyes of my heart​
​I want to see You​
​I want to see You​

​Holy, holy, holy​
​We cry holy, holy, holy​
​You are holy, holy, holy​
​I want to see you​

​Holy, holy, holy​
​Holy, holy, holy​
​Holy, holy, holy​
​I want to see you​

​Open the eyes of my heart, Lord​
​Open the eyes of my heart​
​I want to see You​
​I want to see You​

​CCLI Song #2298355 Copyright Integrity’s Hosanna! Music CCLI License # 3154366​

​Gathering Prayer​

​Special Music​
​One​

​Bono/Edge/U2 Copyright © 1991 UNIVERSAL – POLYGRAM INTERNATIONAL MUSIC PUBLISHING B.V. All Rights in​
​the United States and Canada Controlled and Administered by UNIVERSAL – POLYGRAM INTERNATIONAL​

​PUBLISHING, INC.​

​Scripture Reading​

​Genesis 12:1​
​The Call of Abram​
​12 Now the Lord said to Abram, “Go from your country and your kindred and your father’s house to​
​the land that I will show you.​

​Luke 24:13-35​
​Now on that same day two of them were going to a village called Emmaus, about seven miles from​
​Jerusalem, and talking with each other about all these things that had happened. While they were​
​talking and discussing, Jesus himself came near and went with them, but their eyes were kept from​
​recognizing him. And he said to them, ‘What are you discussing with each other while you walk​
​along?’ They stood still, looking sad. Then one of them, whose name was Cleopas, answered him,​
​‘Are you the only stranger in Jerusalem who does not know the things that have taken place there in​
​these days?’ He asked them, ‘What things?’ They replied, ‘The things about Jesus of Nazareth, who​
​was a prophet mighty in deed and word before God and all the people, and how our chief priests and​
​leaders handed him over to be condemned to death and crucified him. But we had hoped that he was​
​the one to redeem Israel. Yes, and besides all this, it is now the third day since these things took​



​place. Moreover, some women of our group astounded us. They were at the tomb early this morning,​
​and when they did not find his body there, they came back and told us that they had indeed seen a​
​vision of angels who said that he was alive. Some of those who were with us went to the tomb and​
​found it just as the women had said; but they did not see him.’ Then he said to them, ‘Oh, how foolish​
​you are, and how slow of heart to believe all that the prophets have declared! Was it not necessary​
​that the Messiah should suffer these things and then enter into his glory?’ Then beginning with​
​Moses and all the prophets, he interpreted to them the things about himself in all the scriptures.​

​As they came near the village to which they were going, he walked ahead as if he were going on. But​
​they urged him strongly, saying, ‘Stay with us, because it is almost evening and the day is now nearly​
​over.’ So he went in to stay with them. When he was at the table with them, he took bread, blessed​
​and broke it, and gave it to them. Then their eyes were opened, and they recognized him; and he​
​vanished from their sight. They said to each other, ‘Were not our hearts burning within us while he​
​was talking to us on the road, while he was opening the scriptures to us?’ That same hour they got​
​up and returned to Jerusalem; and they found the eleven and their companions gathered together.​
​They were saying, ‘The Lord has risen indeed, and he has appeared to Simon!’ Then they told what​
​had happened on the road, and how he had been made known to them in the breaking of the bread.​

​The Word of the Lord.​
​Thanks be to God.​

​Sermon​
​What are you and I looking for?​
​The Rev. Dr. Michael Attas​

​Offertory​

​Walk in love, as Christ loved us and gave himself for us, an  offering and sacrifice to God.​
​-​ ​Ephesians 5:2​

​I Still Haven’t Found What I’m Looking For​
​Bono/Edge/U2 Copyright © 1987 UNIVERSAL – POLYGRAM INTERNATIONAL MUSIC PUBLISHING B.V. All Rights in​

​the United States and Canada Controlled and Administered by UNIVERSAL – POLYGRAM INTERNATIONAL​
​PUBLISHING, INC.​

​Communion​

​Lord’s Prayer​
​Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be Thy name. Thy kingdom come; Thy will be done on earth as it​
​is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread and forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those who​
​trespass against us. Lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil, for Thine is the kingdom, the​
​power and the glory for ever and ever. Amen.​

​Closing Hymn​
​Let Us Break Bread Together​
​RH #460​

​Verse 1​
​Let us break bread together on our knees​
​Let us break bread together on our knees​
​When I fall on my knees​
​With my face to the rising sun​
​O Lord have mercy on me​

​Verse 2​
​Let us drink wine together on our knees​
​Let us drink wine together on our knees​
​When I fall on my knees​
​With my face to the rising sun​
​O Lord have mercy on me​

​Verse 3​
​Let us praise God together on our knees​
​Let us praise God together on our knees​
​When I fall on my knees​
​With my face to the rising sun​
​O Lord have mercy on me​

​Verse 4​
​Let us praise God together on our knees​
​Let us praise God together on our knees​
​When I fall on my knees​
​With my face to the rising sun​
​O Lord have mercy if You please​

​CCLI Song # 3205952 © 1989 The United Methodist Publishing House​
​For use solely with the SongSelect® Terms of Use. All rights reserved.​

​www.ccli.com CCLI License # 3154366​



​Closing Prayer​
​Lord Jesus, stay with us, for evening is at hand and the day is past; be our companion in the way, kindle​
​our hearts and awaken hope, that we may know you as you are revealed in scripture and the breaking of​
​bread. Grant this for the sake of your love.​​Amen.​

​– by Cove Presbyterian Church​

​Blessing​

​Postlude​
​The Wind Beneath My Wings​
​arr. Sharon Aaronson​

​Our love in action now begins​

​This Sunday’s Special Music is​
​brought to you​

​by Terry Lee & Damian Smith.​

​Thank you to all of our Volunteers​
​for serving this Sunday!​

​Greeters :  Marion Garrett​
​Scripture Reader:  Susan Crowley​
​Communion:  Susan & David​
​Crowley​
​Offering : Susan & David Crowley​

​Learn more about the Snowmass Chapel!​
​please scan the QR code.​

​Snowmass Chapel | 5307 Owl Creek Rd, POBox 17169 | Snowmass Village, CO 81615 | 970.923.6192​



​Poetry​
​Walt Wilkins,​​Rivertown​

​Some things I've done make my conscious burn,​
​my very spine shudder and squirm​

​I only hope I have learned from my sin.​
​I heard a voice when I was thirteen​

​got baptized and washed up clean​
​But the world has a way, if you know what I mean,​

​of scuffing you up again.​

​I can't explain a blessed thing, not a falling star or a feathered wing​
​or how a man in chains has the strength to sing​

​Just one thing is clear to me: there's always more than what appears to be​
​and when the light’s just right, I swear I see​

​poetry.​

​Now somebody made everything,​
​from the soul inside out to Saturn's rings,​
​how my baby smiles and how Ray Charles sings​

​Of course we were created.​
​The clouds make rain, the ocean makes sand,​

​the earth breathes fire and lava makes land​
​Now that took a mighty hand, and a wild imagination.​

​I can't explain a blessed thing, not a falling star or a feathered wing​
​or how a man in chains has the strength to sing like a bird​

​Just one thing is clear to me: there's always more than what appears to be​
​and when the light’s just right, I swear I see​

​poetry.​

​The dreams I dreamed came back ten-fold​
​The friends I have, the woman I hold​
​I look down and I'm on a street of gold​

​After all the mud along the way​
​Sometimes the big old mystery just leans right in on me​

​And whispers, "I am home and I am free,"​
​And I'll take that any day, any day.​

​I can't explain a blessed thing, not a falling star or a feathered wing​
​or how a man in chains has the strength to sing, “I’ll fly away.”​

​Just one thing is clear to me: there's always more than what appears to be…​


