On Sunday
Chris Fluitt
Intro:

 (
Verse 1
)

On Friday	Perfect Love was Brutalized
On Friday	Grace & Mercy drew its final breath
On Friday	Hope was nailed to a shameful tree
			And there He bled

 (
Verse 2
)
On Friday	Our prince of peace was taken from us
On Friday	The one that healed so many was broken and bruised
On Friday	He cried it is finished, Then He said
			Nothing more…
 (
Pre-
Ch
)

But on Sunday		The Tomb was Open           
Yes on Sunday		He Arose!

 (
Chorus
)
Jesus conquered the Grave	Emmanuel, Mighty to save
Redeemer of my sin and shame	I’m so glad You came

 (
Verse 3
)

On Friday	You took the Blame that was meant for me
On Friday	You were mocked and scorned, You were spit apon
On Friday	Spikes were driven into Peaceful hands
 (
Pre-
Ch
)		And the spear was thrust into your Side

But on Sunday		Your Tomb was Open and so is Mine
Yes on Sunday		You arose now so can I


 (
Bridge
) 

You had the power to lay your own life down
You had the power to raise it up again 

You had the power to lay your own life down
You had the power to raise it up again

We have the power to lay our lives down	
You have the power to raise them up again…

On Friday	You were beaten and rejected
On Sunday	I am healed and I’m accepted

On Friday	You carried all my sorrows
On Sunday	I have hope for my tomorrows

On Friday	You wore a crown of thorns
On Sunday	We crown You Lord of Lords

On Friday	You were the Lamb for sinners slain
On Sunday	I’m singing Glory to Your name
