My Hope Is Built on Nothing Less

GRACE, FAITH
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1 M hope is  built on noth - ing less  than
2 When dark - ness veils his love - ly face, I
3 His oath, his cov - e - nant, his blood sus -
4 When he shall come  with trum - pet sound, oh,
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Je - sus’ blood and righ - teous - ness; no mer - it of my
rest on his un - chang-ing grace; in ev - ’ry high and
tain me in the rag - ing flood; when all sup-ports are
may | then in him be found, clothed in his righ - teous -
e s
bl DR |
e b
1 - l | | a— 1
0 | .
)74 I IN ] ] ] i ] ] 1
r 4N I. 1) | | I | | ] 1
r. # j%::?:
own I claim, but whol - ly lean on Je - sus’ name.
storm - y gale my an - chor holds with - in  the weil
washed a - way, he then is all  my hope and stay.
ness a - lone, re - deemed to stand be - fore the throne!
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On Christ, the sol -id  rock, 1 stand; all oth-er ground is  sink-ing sand.
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Text: Edward Mote, 1797-1874, alt. MELITA
Music:John B. Dykes, 1823-1876 888888



PRAISE, THANKSGIVING
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Hallelujah! Sing Praise to Your Creator
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1 Hal - le - Iu - jah!
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Sing praise to your Cre - a - tor, sun,

moon, and

2 Praise the Lord, all moun-tains and o - ceans, roll-ing thun - der and
3 Give to God all glo - ry and hon - or. From the depths to  the
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stars  and an - gels a-bove. Praise the Lord, whose word es -

wind and storm clouds on high. Praise the Lord, your Mak - er,

heights 1et/_\ prais - es re-sound to the Lord, the source of
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tab - - lished the heav-ens, who up - holds all the earth in  pow-er and
all liv - ing crea-tures, all the beasts in the fields and  birds in the
strength and sal - va-tion for all peo - ple on whom God’s fa-vor is
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love. God reigns on high, let the heav - ens re - joice! (Oh,)
sky. Both young and old, come and join in  the song! (Oh,)
found. Praise God, you saints who are claimed as God’s own! (Oh,)
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God  reigns on high, let the heav - ens re - joice!
Both young and old, come and join in the song!
Praise God, you saints who are claimed as  God’s own!
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TRUST, GUIDANCE
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When Peace like a River
It Is Well with My Soul
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1 When peace like a riv - er at - tend - eth my way, when
2 Though Sa - tan should buf - fet, though tri - als should come, let
3 He lives—oh, the bliss of this glo - 71i-ous thought; my
4 Lord, has - ten the day when our faith shall be sight, the
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sor - rows like sea bil-lows roll, what-ev - er my lot, thou hast
this blest as - sur-ance con - trol, that Christ hath re - gard - ed my
sin, not in part, but the whole, is mnailed to his cross and I
clouds be rolled back as a  scroll, the trum - pet shall sound and the
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taught me to say, it is  well, it is well with my soul
help - less es - tate, and hath shed his own blood for my soul
bear it no more. Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, O my soul!
Lord shall de-scend; e - ven  so it is well with my soul
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It is  well with my soul, it is well, it is well with my soul.
It is well with my soul,
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Text: Horatio G. Spafford, 1828-1888
Music: Philip P. Bliss, 1838-1876

VILLE DU HAVRE
118 119 and refrain



