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COVER ILLUSTRATION – “I Am The First And the Last” by Dr. Rudolf Schäfer presents the 

awesome vision of our Lord Jesus as He revealed himself to the apostle John in the opening 

scene of the Book of Revelation. There Christ was standing amid the seven golden lamps which 

signified the church. Schäfer captures the essence of the vision as Christ upon the cross, 

shedding His precious blood to win forgiveness for the sins of mankind, dominates the entire 

image. Our Lord’s humble entrance into this world as the Babe of Bethlehem is shown in the left 

foreground. A joyful choir of angels proclaims the Christmas gospel above the stable and a 

gleaming star announces the Savior’s birth. In the right foreground stands the empty tomb with 

its resplendent guardian angel so that all might know that Jesus has conquered death for us. The 

beautiful life promise of the rainbow extends from the cross to the open door of the tomb. The 

risen Lord walks in the nearby garden behind the tomb awaiting the arrival of the women. The 

angels ascending from the empty tomb are carrying home the life harvest of God’s people. Over 

all is the extended hand of God the Father surrounded by the countless hosts of heaven, prophets 

and apostles, faithful men and women of God (including Martin Luther), those who have already 

received their share of God’s gracious gift of eternal life. Schäfer painted this masterpiece for 

the altar of the village church in Oberjesigen, Germany. 
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T fxÜä|vx Éy g{tÇ~áz|ä|Çz 
VxÄxuÜtà|Çz ZÉwËá Z|yà Éy XàxÜÇtÄ _|yx YÉÜ 

 

 
 

]A XA Âf~|ÑÊ jtÜw 
WxvxÅuxÜ FD? DLGJ „ `tç J? ECED 

 

The death of a Christian has been transformed from tragedy into victory by the death and resurrection of Jesus 

Christ. At the moment of physical death the soul of the believer is safe at home in heaven with their Lord. 

Therefore, it is fitting and proper that those who remain - for a time - here on earth, would gather to celebrate 

God’s gift of life and savor the memories of blessings received through our beloved who now lives with Christ 

in heaven. We affirm the faith in which they lived and through which they have been given eternal life in the 

sanctuary where they received the forgiveness of sins in Word and sacrament. “Praise be to the God and Father 

of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Father of Compassion and the God of all comfort, who comforts us in all our 

troubles, so that we can comfort those in any trouble with the comfort we ourselves have received from God.”  

(2 Corinthians 1:3-4) 
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cÜx@fxÜä|vx `âá|v 
Carillon Ringers and Cantate 

 

YtÅ|Äç fxtà|Çz 
How Great Thou Art 

Ethel Hikal and Jeff Armstrong, piano and organ duet 

 

 
bÑxÇ|Çz fÉÇz 
Give Me Jesus 

Words: Fanny J. Crosby; Music: John R. Sweney; Arrangement: Tom Fettke; © 2002 by Majestic Eagle Publishing Co. 

Jubilate Choir 
In the morning when I rise, in the morning when I rise, in the morning when I rise, give me Jesus.  

Give me Jesus, give me Jesus. You can have all this world, but give me Jesus. 

O when I am alone, O when I am alone, O when I am alone, give me Jesus. 

From depths of sin I cry, from depths of sin I cry, from depths of sin I cry, give me Jesus. 

O, when I come to die, O when I come to die, O when I come to die give me Jesus.  

Give me Jesus, give me Jesus. You can have all this world, but give me Jesus.  

Give me Jesus, give me Jesus. You can have all this world, give me Jesus, give me Jesus.  

You can have all this world, but give me Jesus. 

 

\ÇäÉvtà|ÉÇ 
 

bÑxÇ|Çz cÜtçxÜá 
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fvÜ|ÑàâÜx extw|Çzá 
Psalm 23 

The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want. 

He makes me lie down in green pastures. 

He leads me beside still waters. 

He restores my soul. 

He leads me in paths of righteousness for his name’s sake. 

Even though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, 

I will fear no evil, for you are with me; 

your rod and your staff, they comfort me. 

You prepare a table before me in the presence of my enemies; 

you anoint my head with oil; my cup overflows. 

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life, 

and I shall dwell in the house of the Lord forever. 
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Ephesians 2:4–10 
[4] But God, being rich in mercy, because of the great love with which he loved us, [5] even 

when we were dead in our trespasses, made us alive together with Christ—by grace you have 

been saved— [6] and raised us up with him and seated us with him in the heavenly places in 

Christ Jesus, [7] so that in the coming ages he might show the immeasurable riches of his grace 

in kindness toward us in Christ Jesus. [8] For by grace you have been saved through faith. And 

this is not your own doing; it is the gift of God, [9] not a result of works, so that no one may 

boast. [10] For we are his workmanship, created in Christ Jesus for good works, which God 

prepared beforehand, that we should walk in them. 

 

 
 

St. John 14:1–6 
[1] [Jesus said:] “Let not your hearts be troubled. Believe in God; believe also in me. [2] In my 

Father’s house are many rooms. If it were not so, would I have told you that I go to prepare a 

place for you? [3] And if I go and prepare a place for you, I will come again and will take you 

to myself, that where I am you may be also. [4] And you know the way to where I am going.” 

[5] Thomas said to him, “Lord, we do not know where you are going. How can we know the 

way?” [6] Jesus said to him, “I am the way, and the truth, and the life. No one comes to the 

Father except through me.” 
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fxÜÅÉÇ fÉÇz 
When Peace, Like a River 

Text: Horatio G. Spafford; Music: Philip P. Bliss; Arranged by David Ashley White © 1995 Augsburg Fortress 

Jubilate Choir 
When peace, like a river, attendeth my way, when sorrows like sea billows roll; 

Whatever my lot, thou hast taught me to say, It is well, it is well with my soul. 

It is well with my soul, it is well, it is well with my soul. 

My sin, oh, the bliss of this glorious thought! My sin, not in part but the whole, 

 is nailed to the cross, and I bear it no more, praise the Lord, praise the Lord, oh my soul! 

Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, oh my soul! 

And, Lord, haste the day when my faith shall be sight, the clouds be rolled back as a scroll; 

The trump shall resound, and the Lord shall descend, even so, it is well with my soul. 

It is well with my soul, it is well, it is well with my soul. 

It is well with my soul, it is well, it is well with my soul. 

 

fxÜÅÉÇ 
There is no more poignant or powerful opportunity for the proclamation of the Biblical message of Law and 

Gospel than the moments in which Christians celebrate the home-going of a loved one to eternal life in the 

mansions of heaven. The funeral sermon is designed to declare that wondrous Gospel and to set before all 

present this day the truth that every believer is a sinner saved by grace alone. Salvation cannot be earned. It can 

only be given as a free gift by the God whose love for us moved Him to give His only Son to die in our place 

upon the cross so that we might live with Him forever. 

 

bu|àâtÜç 9 gÜ|uâàxá 
 

cÜtçxÜá 

g{x _ÉÜwËá cÜtçxÜ 
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; 

and lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil. 

For Thine is the kingdom and the power and the glory, forever and ever. Amen. 
 

UxÇxw|và|ÉÇ 
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VÄÉá|Çz fÉÇz 
I Can Only Imagine 

By Bart Millard 

Grandkids 
I can only imagine what it will be like when I walk by your side. 

I can only imagine what my eyes would see when your face is before me. 

Surrounded by your glory what will my heart feel, Will I dance for you Jesus or in awe of You be still,  

Will I stand in your presence to my knees will I fall, Will I sing hallelujah, Will I be able to speak at all? 

I can only imagine When that day comes And I find myself Standing in the sun. 

I can only imagine When all I will do Is forever, forever worship you. 

I can only imagine. 
 

cÉáàÄâwx 
I Know That My Redeemer Lives 

+ + + 
J. E. “Skip” Ward 

J. E. “Skip” Ward passed away on Friday, May 7th, 2021 in Houston, TX. Skip 

was born December 31, 1947 in Houston, TX to parents Merle Frederick “Buck” 

Ward and Mai Evelyn Dobbins. He was the eldest of three boys: Skip, Larry and 

Bill Ward. He is survived by his wife of 35 years, Lisa Gail Ward and his three 

daughters: Wendy Ward Hazel, Waverly Donoho Bailey, and Naressa Nicole 

MacKinnon, all of Houston, TX. He was blessed with 10 grandchildren who, 

along with his children, will continue his legacy with the same passion he did.  

After having spent most of his high school years in Cairo, Egypt, breaking 

records in discus throw, Skip returned to Houston, TX and graduated from 

Waltrip High School. He then attended the University of Texas at Austin, 

graduating in 1970. He was a proud Texas Longhorn and a lifetime TexasEx. He 

had a highly successful career in the oil industry owning and running multiple 

companies, with his first personal endeavor being The Texas Oil Company. Not 

only was he one of the most highly respected men in the industry known for his honesty, integrity and 

ability to complete even the most difficult of projects, this oilfield legend had a heart of gold. He served 

on numerous Boards in support of people with mental & physical disabilities and was instrumental in 

the fundraising that has changed lives for so many. Skip lived a life full of success and adventure, and 

created success for those around him. Until the very end at 73 years of age, he enjoyed traveling, skiing, 

scuba diving, boating, hunting, clay shooting, reading, cigars and scotch, but his absolute passion was 

flying. He began flying in 1974 at the age of 27 and to date has logged almost 10,000 hours of flight 

time. Skip was a proud member of Our Savior Lutheran Church where he grew his faith on his journey 

to Heaven’s gates. This husband, father, Poppa, friend, and mentor will forever be in our hearts.  

The family has asked in lieu of flowers, please donate in memory of J.E. Skip Ward to Our Savior 

Lutheran Church & School located at 5000 West Tidwell Rd, Houston, TX 77091, (713) 290-8277. 


