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WELCOME AND CALL TO WORSHIP 
O FOR A THOUSAND TONGUES TO SING 
O for a thousand tongues to sing ​
my great Redeemer's praise,​
the glories of my God and King, ​
the triumphs of his grace. 

My gracious Master and my God, ​
assist me to proclaim,​
to spread through all the earth abroad, ​
the honors of thy name. 

Jesus, who breaks the pow'r of sin, ​
and sets the pris'ner free—​
his blood can make the foulest clean, ​
his blood availed for me. 

He speaks and, list'ning to his voice, ​
new life the dead receive;​
the mournful, broken hearts rejoice; ​
the humble poor believe. 

Hear him, ye deaf; his praise, ​
ye dumb, your loosen'd tongues employ;​
ye blind, behold your Savior come; ​
and leap, ye lame, for joy. 

Jesus, the name that charms our fears, ​
that bids our sorrows cease;​
'tis music in the sinner's ears, ​
'tis life and health and peace. 

WORDS: CHARLES WESLEY, 1739; MUSIC: AZMON, C. G. GLÄSER, 1828; 
ADAPTER, LOWELL MASON; ARR. WILL MILKS; PD; CCLI LICENSE 
#11029770 

YET NOT I 
What gift of grace is Jesus our redeemer;​
There is no more for heaven now to give.​
He is our joy, our righteousness, and freedom,​
Our steadfast love, our deep and boundless peace! 

To this I hold: my hope is only Jesus,​
For my life is wholly bound to his!​
Oh how strange and divine, ​
I can sing: “All is mine!”​
Yet not I, but through Christ in me. 

The night is dark, but we are not forsaken​
For by our side, the Savior he will stay.​

We labor on in weakness and rejoicing,​
For in our need, his power is displayed. 

To this I hold, my Shepherd will defend me​
Through the deepest valley he will lead.​
Oh the night has been won, and I shall overcome!​
Yet not I, but through Christ in me. 

No fate we dread, we know we are forgiven.​
The future sure, the price it has been paid.​
For Jesus bled and suffered for our pardon,​
And he was raised to overthrow the grave! 

To this I hold: my sin has been defeated!​
“Jesus,” now and ever is my plea!​
Oh the chains are released, I can sing: “I am free!”​
Yet not I, but through Christ in me. 

With every breath, we long to follow Jesus,​
For he has said that he will bring us home.​
And day by day we know he will renew us​
Until we stand with joy before the throne. 

To this I hold: my hope is only Jesus—​
All the glory evermore to him!​
When the race is complete, ​
still my lips shall repeat:​
“Yet not I, but through Christ in me!” 

When the race is complete, ​
still my lips shall repeat:​
“Yet not I, but through Christ in me!”​
“Yet not I, but through Christ in me!”​
“Yet not I, but through Christ in me!” 

WORDS/MUSIC: JONNY ROBINSON, RICH THOMPSON, & MICHAEL 
FARREN; © 2018 CITYALIGHT MUSIC; CCLI LICENSE #11029770 

NEW TESTAMENT READING 
MATTHEW 7:24-27 

Jesus opened his mouth and taught them, saying: “Everyone 
then who hears these words of mine and does them will be 
like a wise man who built his house on the rock. And the rain 
fell, and the floods came, and the winds blew and beat on 
that house, but it did not fall, because it had been founded on 
the rock. And everyone who hears these words of mine and 
does not do them will be like a foolish man who built his 
house on the sand. And the rain fell, and the floods came, 
and the winds blew and beat against that house, and it fell, 
and great was the fall of it.” 

 



 
PASTORAL PRAYER 
GIVING 
TO CHRIST THE LORD 
To Christ the Lord let every tongue ​
its noblest tribute bring. ​
When he's the subject of the song, ​
who can refuse to sing? ​
Survey the beauties of his face, ​
and on his glories dwell; ​
Think of the wonder of his grace, ​
and all his triumphs tell! 

Majestic sweetness sits enthroned ​
upon his awful brow; ​
His head with radiant glories crowned, ​
his lips with grace o'erflow! ​
No mortal can with him compare ​
among the sons of men; ​
And fairer he than all the fair ​
that fill the heavenly train! 

He saw me plunged in deep distress, ​
he fled to my relief; ​
For me he bore the shameful cross ​
and carried all my grief! ​
His hand a thousand blessings pours ​
upon my guilty head; ​
His presence gilds my darkest hours ​
and guards my sleeping bed. 

To him I owe my life, and breath, ​
and all the joys I have; ​
He makes me triumph over death, ​
and saves me from the grave! ​
To heav'n, the place of his abode, ​
he brings my weary feet; ​
Shows me the glories of my God, ​
and makes my joy complete! 

Since from his bounty I receive ​
such proofs of love divine, ​
Had I a thousand hearts to give, ​
Lord, they should all be thine! ​
A thousand men could not compose ​
a worthy song to bring; ​
Yet your love is a melody ​
our hearts can't help but sing! 

A thousand men could not compose ​
a worthy song to bring; ​
Yet your love is a melody ​
our hearts can't help but sing! 

WORDS: SAMUEL STENNETT, 1787; LAURA TAYLOR, 2001; MUSIC: 
LAURA TAYLOR; © 2001 LAURA TAYLOR MUSIC; CCLI LICENSE 
#11029770 

SERMON 
SERIES: PRAISE THE LORD! 

SERMON: HIM WE PROCLAIM 

SCRIPTURE: PSALM 150 

1 Praise the LORD!​
Praise God in his sanctuary;​
    praise him in his mighty heavens!​
2 Praise him for his mighty deeds;​
    praise him according to his excellent greatness! 

3 Praise him with trumpet sound;​
    praise him with lute and harp!​
4 Praise him with tambourine and dance;​
    praise him with strings and pipe!​
5 Praise him with sounding cymbals;​
    praise him with loud clashing cymbals!​
6 Let everything that has breath praise the LORD!​
Praise the LORD! 

OUTLINE 

Is God good enough? 

Is this place beautiful enough? 

Is the story true enough? 

THE SOLID ROCK 
My hope is built on nothing less ​
than Jesus' blood and righteousness; ​
I dare not trust the sweetest frame, ​
but wholly lean on Jesus' name.  

On Christ the Solid Rock I stand; ​
All other ground is sinking sand, ​
All other ground is sinking sand. 

When darkness veils his lovely face, ​
I rest on his unchanging grace; ​
In every high and stormy gale, ​
my anchor holds within the veil.​
   Chorus 

His oath, his covenant, his blood ​
support me in the 'whelming flood;​
When all around my soul gives way, ​
he then is all my hope and stay.​
   Chorus 

When he shall come with trumpet sound, ​
O may I then in him be found:​
Dressed in his righteousness alone, ​
faultless to stand before the throne!​
   Chorus 

WORDS: EDWARD MOTE, 1834; MUSIC: WILLIAM B. BRADBURY, 1863; 
ARR. MATTHEW SMITH; CCLI LICENSE #11029770 

BENEDICTION 

https://www.crossparkchurch.org/give/
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