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Since Abraham wag called 1o be the father of nationg
God feded hig heart for an hesitdation
To make sure he wae yi@JcJeA unto Gad above

And ab&y any orcler—-jUGT To prove. his love.,

Now Teaae was Abraham’s only real eon
ﬂmugh Sardk hig w'i‘PE. O[Id 'l'hiS Pramiﬁ& come
Co pracious and dodr to his futhers heart

The lad was a joy from the, very sfart,




One. dd Qed _ca“ed [ hia ﬁ]a’fh{“u S&rVﬂnT
“Tdke. Thine only son—he was sure he had heard Him.

Cod caid Moriah was the, land o hlS O{Jfﬂ@?
Where thes saerifice of Taaae would be the g:ﬁ of bummg.

W T,



So Abrahom arose early next mornin

Sef his face To the Task,there wo:ﬁd be o Turning
Took Lsaac, his beloved, and packed up their gear
A three ddy Journey for his hear To bear,







Apart for some time o worship the Lord
Preparing themselres for this work of reward
Then Took he the lad and bound him on wood

To slay him in faith as God said he should.




Abraham dtretehed forth,the knife in his hand

To slay his dear Lsooc~and do Gods command. |
But eer he came down with the blow of the blade

The. ange/ called aif and his hand vas then sfayed e




for the fear of the Lord was greaT in This man
Cod saw his frue heart and provided a ram
o lay in the place of the son he had given

Again the angel called out from heaven '




Becduse youve nof spared your very own son

So precious o you and thina"onl one

I bless you This day with seej that shall Flourish
As the dars of heaven your children T]/ nounish.

You obeyed My wice so possess the land

The gafes of your enemies in which You shall sfand

And inthy seed shall the nations be Blessed

For by your right choice youva secured them the. besT,




_Z'Abraham rejoiced in these wnn:fs of the Lord |
Which lifted his heart from the pain of Mo_hm |
With Tsoae he left thal mount oF

femp |
Where vlcj‘ory was won Through ’rhm‘ oblaﬁon‘ g




Abrnam's life ie a great reveldtion
Of the Fathers own Plan 1o bring us cdlvdtion.

Not eparing His Gon,the Pnffe.c'f Lamb Jesus
The Blada went on ’rhrath the blood spilled 1o save us.
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