
Sunday, May 2nd 

 
                              

The Solid Rock  
My hope is built on nothing less    His oath, His covenant, His blood, 
Than Jesus’ blood and righteousness,  Support me in the whelming flood. 
I dare not trust the sweetest frame,   When all around my soul gives way, 
But wholly lean on Jesus’ name   He then is all my Hope and Stay. 
On Christ, the solid Rock, I stand;   On Christ, the solid Rock, I stand; 
All other ground is sinking sand.    All other ground is sinking sand. 
All other ground is sinking sand.   All other ground is sinking sand. 
 
When darkness seems to hide His face,  When He shall come with trumpet  
I rest on His unchanging grace.       sound,  
In ev’ry high and stormy gale,   O may I then in Him be found! 
My anchor holds within the veil.   Dressed in His righteousness alone, 
On Christ, the solid Rock, I stand;   Faultless to stand before the throne! 
All other ground is sinking sand.   On Christ, the solid Rock, I stand; 
All other ground is sinking sand.   All other ground is sinking sand. 
                            All other ground is sinking sand.  
 
In Christ Alone 
In Christ alone my hope is found    
He is my light my strength my song 
 
This Cornerstone this solid Ground   
Firm through the fiercest  
drought and storm 
 
What heights of love 
What depths of peace   
                                                     
When fears are stilled 
When strivings cease 
 
My Comforter my All in All   
Here in the love of Christ I stand    
    
In Christ alone who took on flesh                                                                            
Fullness of God in helpless babe     
 
This gift of love and righteousness       
Scorned by the ones He came to save       



 
Till on that cross as Jesus died   No power of hell no scheme of man  
The wrath of God was satisfied                          Can ever pluck me from His hand                                                   
 
For every sin on Him was laid   Till He returns or calls me home 
Here in the death of Christ I live    Here in the power of Christ I’ll stand 
    
And as He stands in victory   No power of hell no scheme of man 
Sin’s curse has lost its grip on me   Can ever pluck me from His hand 
       
For I am His and He is mine   Till He returns or calls me home   
Bought with the precious blood of Christ Here in the power of Christ I’ll stand 
     
There in the ground His body lay   And as He stands in victory 
Light of the world by darkness slain  Sin’s curse has lost its grip on me 
 
Then bursting forth in glorious Day  And as He stands in victory 
Up from the grace He rose again   Sin’s curse has lost its grip on me 
 
And as He stands in victory   And as He stands in victory 
Sin’s curse has lost its grip on me   Sin’s curse has lost its grip on me 
 
For I am His and He is mine   And as He stands in victory 
Bought with the precious blood of Christ Sin’s curse has lost its grip on me 
 
No guilt in life no fear in death   For I am His and He is mine 
This is the power of Christ in me   Bought with the precious blood of  
                                          Christ 
From life’s first cry to final breath 
Jesus commands by destiny 
 
Prayer of Confession 
Heavenly Father, we confess that we have too often forgotten that we are 
Yours. At times, we live our lives as if there was no God and we fall short 
of being who You created us to be. We have lives for ourselves, refused to 
bear the troubles of others, and ignored the pain of the world. Forgive us, 
Lord. Remind us of the purpose for which You created us. Give us Your 
strength to walk in Your ways and be Your light. In our Savior Jesus’ name 
we pray. Amen.  
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Church’s One Foundation 
The Church’s one foundation Is Jesus Christ, her Lord. 
She is His new creation By water and the Word. 
From heav’n He came and sought her To be His holy bride; 
With His own blood He bought her, And for her life He died. 
 
Elect from ev’ry nation, Yet one o’er all the earth; 
Her charter of salvation: One Lord, one faith, one birth. 
One holy name she blesses; Partakes one holy food; 
And to one hope she presses, With ev’ry grace endued. 
 
Yet she on earth hat union With God, the Three in One,  
And mystic, sweet communion With those whose rest is won. 
O happy ones and holy! Lord, give us grace that we, 
Like them, the meek and lowly, On high may dwell with Thee.  
 
Doxology 
Praise God, from whom all blessings flow  
Praise Him, all creatures here below 
Praise Him above, ye heavenly host 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost  
Amen 
 
Scripture Reading – 2nd Corinthians 5.11-21  
 
Sermon – Matthew 28.16-20 On the Third Day 
 
When I Survey the Wondrous Cross 
When I survey the wondrous cross  His dying crimson like a robe 
On which the Prince, of glory died  Spreads o’er His body on the tree 
My richest gain I count but loss   Then I am dead to all the globe 
And pour contempt on all my pride  And all the globe is dead to me 
                                         
Forbid it Lord that I should boast   Were the whole realm of nature mine 
Save in the death of Christ my God  That were an offering far too small 
All the vain things that charm me most  Love so amazing, so divine 
I sacrifice them to His blood   Demands my soul, my life, my all 
                     
See from His head, His hands, His feet 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down 
Did ever such love and sorrow meet 
Or thorns compose so rich a crown 
 
 



Glorious Day 
I was buried beneath my shame        
Who could carry that kind of weight?        
 
It was my tomb ‘til I met You                                  
       
I was breathing but not alive          
All my failures I tried to hide    
 
It was my tomb ‘til I met You        
                                                                                
You called my name and I ran out of that grave    
Out of the darkness Into Your glorious day           
 
You called my name And I ran out of that grave    
Out of the darkness Into Your glorious day           
                                                                               
Now Your mercy has saved my soul 
Now Your freedom is all that I know 
 
The old made new, Jesus, when I met You 
 
I needed rescue, my sin was heavy 
But chains break at the weight of Your glory 
 
I needed shelter, I was an orphan 
Now You call me a citizen of Heaven 
 
When I was broken, You were my healing 

Now Your love is the air that I’m breathing 

I have a future, my eyes are open 

‘Cause when You call my name 

I ran out of that grave! 

Out of the darkness Into Your glorious day  
You called my name And I ran out of that grave 
 

Out of the darkness Into Your glorious day 

 

 
 
 
 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


