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Second Sunday in Lent  
 
I Greet Thee, Who My Sure Redeemer Art  
Strasbourg Psalter, 1545; attr John Calvin; transl Elizabeth L. Smith, 1868  
 
I greet Thee, who my sure Redeemer art, 
my only trust and Savior of my heart, 
who pain didst undergo for my poor sake; 
I pray Thee from our hearts all cares to take. 
 
Thou art the King of mercy and of grace, 
reigning omnipotent in ev’ry place: 
so come, O King, and our whole being sway; 
shine on us with the light of Thy pure day. 
 
Thou art the Life, by which alone we live, 
and all our substance and our strength receive; 
O comfort us in death’s approaching hour, 
strong- hearted then to face it by Thy pow’r. 
 
Thou hast the true and perfect gentleness, 
no harshness hast Thou and no bitterness: 
make us to taste the sweet grace found in Thee 
and ever stay in Thy sweet unity. 
 
Our hope is in no other save in Thee; 
our faith is built upon Thy promise free; 
O grant to us such stronger hope and sure 
that we can boldly conquer and endure. 
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 This week, we read the story of the flood from Genesis chapters 7 through 9. In Genesis 
7:17, after Noah and the animals went into the ark, "The LORD shut him in." Just as Noah 
was shut in the ark by God's own hand, and thus survived the flood of God's wrath upon 
mankind, so we who are sealed in Christ shall be saved to eternal life. 
 In Romans 6:3–5, Paul writes, "Do you not know that all of us who have been baptized 
into Christ Jesus were baptized into His death? We were buried therefore with Him by 
baptism into death, in order that, just as Christ was raised from the dead by the glory of the 
Father, we too might walk in newness of life. For if we have been united with Him in a death 
like His, we shall certainly be united with Him in a resurrection like His."  
 We are hidden in Christ (Colossians 3:3); by His life, death, and resurrection we are 
redeemed.  

 
 
 
 
 
Monday   
 
Genesis 7: 11- 17 (ESV)  
 
 In the six hundredth year of Noah’s life, in the second month, on the seventeenth day of the 
month, on that day all the fountains of the great deep burst forth, and the windows of the heavens 
were opened.  And rain fell upon the earth forty days and forty nights.  On the very same day Noah and 
his sons, Shem and Ham and Japheth, and Noah’s wife and the three wives of his sons with them 
entered the ark, they and every beast, according to its kind, and all the livestock according to their 
kinds, and every creeping thing that creeps on the earth, according to its kind, and every bird, 
according to its kind, every winged creature.  They went into the ark with Noah, two and two of all 
flesh in which there was breath of life.   And those that entered, male and female of all flesh, went in as 
God had commanded him.  And the LORD shut him in.  
 The flood continued forty days on the earth.  The waters increased and bore up the ark, and it 
rose high above the earth.  
 

 
 
 
 
Notes: 
 
___________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
___________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
___________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
___________________________________________________________________________________ 
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___________________________________________________________________________________  
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Tuesday 
 
There is a Fountain Filled with Blood  
William Cowper, 1772  
 
There is a fountain filled with blood drawn from Emmanuel’s veins; 
And sinners plunged beneath that flood lose all their guilty stains. 
Lose all their guilty stains, lose all their guilty stains; 
And sinners plunged beneath that flood lose all their guilty stains. 
 
The dying thief rejoiced to see that fountain in his day; 
And there have I, though vile as he, washed all my sins away. 
Washed all my sins away, washed all my sins away; 
And there have I, though vile as he, washed all my sins away. 
 
Dear dying Lamb, Thy precious blood shall never lose its power 
Till all the ransomed church of God be saved, to sin no more. 
Be saved, to sin no more, be saved, to sin no more; 
Till all the ransomed church of God be saved, to sin no more. 
 
E’er since, by faith, I saw the stream Thy flowing wounds supply, 
Redeeming love has been my theme, and shall be till I die. 
And shall be till I die, and shall be till I die; 
Redeeming love has been my theme, and shall be till I die. 
 
Then in a nobler, sweeter song, I’ll sing Thy power to save, 
When this poor lisping, stammering tongue lies silent in the grave. 
Lies silent in the grave, lies silent in the grave; 
When this poor lisping, stammering tongue lies silent in the grave. 
 

 
 
Wednesday 
 
Genesis 9: 8- 17 (ESV)  
 
 Then God said to Noah and to his sons with him, “Behold, I establish my covenant with you and 
your offspring after you, and with every living creature that is with you, the birds, the livestock, and 
every beast of the earth with you, as many as came out of the ark; it is for every beast of the earth.  I 
establish my covenant with you, that never again shall all flesh be cut off by the waters of the flood, 
and never again shall there be a flood to destroy the earth.”  And God said, “This is the sign of the 
covenant that I make between me and you and every living creature that is with you, for all future 
generations: I have set my bow in the cloud, and it shall be a sign of the covenant between me and the 
earth.  When I bring clouds over the earth and the bow is seen in the clouds, I will remember my 
covenant that is between me and you and every living creature of all flesh.  When the bow is in the 
clouds, I will see it and remember the everlasting covenant between God and every living creature of 
all flesh that is on the earth.”  God said to Noah, “This is the sign of the covenant that I have 
established between me and all flesh that is on the earth.”  
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Thursday 

 
Psalm 32 (ESV) 
 
Blessed is the one whose transgression is forgiven, 
 whose sin is covered. 
Blessed is the man against whom the LORD counts no iniquity, 
 and in whose spirit there is no deceit.  
For when I kept silent, my bones wasted away 
 through my groaning all day long. 
For day and night your hand was heavy upon me; 
 my strength was dried up as by the heat of summer. Selah  
I acknowledged my sin to You, 
 and I did not cover my iniquity; 
I said, “I will confess my transgressions to the LORD,” 
 and You forgave the iniquity of my sin. Selah 
Therefore let everyone who is godly 
 offer prayer to You at a time when You may be found; 
surely in the rush of great waters, 
 they shall not reach him. 
You are a hiding place for me; 
 You preserve me from trouble; 
 You surround me with shouts of deliverance. Selah  
I will instruct you and teach you in the way you should go; 
 I will counsel you with my eye upon you. 
Be not like a horse or a mule, without understanding, 
 which must be curbed with bit and bridle, 
 or it will not stay near you.  
Many are the sorrows of the wicked, 
 but steadfast love surrounds the one who trusts in the LORD. 
Be glad in the LORD, and rejoice, O righteous, 
 and shout for joy, all you upright in heart! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Notes:  
 
___________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
___________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
___________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
___________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
___________________________________________________________________________________ 
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Friday  
 
O Sacred Head, Now Wounded  
Attr Bernard of Clairvaux, 1153; transl James W. Alexander, 1830 
 
O sacred Head, now wounded, with grief and shame weighed down, 
Now scornfully surrounded with thorns, Thine only crown.  
O sacred Head, what glory, what bliss till now was Thine! 
Yet, though despised and gory, I joy to call Thee mine. 
 
What Thou, my Lord, hast suffered, was all for sinners’ gain; 
Mine, mine was the transgression, but Thine the deadly pain. 
Lo, here I fall, my Savior! ’Tis I deserve Thy place; 
Look on me with Thy favor, vouchsafe to me Thy grace. 
 
What language shall I borrow to thank Thee, dearest friend, 
For this Thy dying sorrow, Thy pity without end? 
O make me Thine forever, and should I fainting be, 
Lord, let me never, never outlive my love to Thee. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Saturday  
 
O most merciful God, Father of our Lord Jesus Christ;  
who pardons all such as truly repent and turn to Thee,  
We humbly confess our sins and implore Thy mercy. We have not loved Thee with a pure heart 
fervently; neither have we loved our neighbor as ourselves. We have not done justly, nor loved mercy, 
nor walked humbly with Thee, our God.  
Have mercy upon us, O Lord, according to Thy loving- kindness; according to the multitude of Thy 
tender mercies, blot out our iniquity. Create in us a clean heart, O God; and renew a right spirit within 
us. Cast us not away from Thy presence; and take not Thy Holy Spirit from us. Restore unto us the joy 
of Thy salvation; and uphold us with Thy free Spirit.  
Amen.  
 

- The Book of Common Worship, 1946 
 

 


