
Hymn No. 221 – “O Sacred Head, Now Wounded” (Verse 1 &3) 

 1 O sacred head, now wounded, 
with grief and shame weighed down; 
now scornfully surrounded 
with thorns, thine only crown; 
O sacred head, what glory, 
what bliss till now was thine! 
Yet, though despised and gory, 
I joy to call thee mine. 
 
3 What language shall I borrow 
to thank thee, dearest friend, 
for this thy dying sorrow, 
thy pity without end? 
O make me thine forever; 
and should I fainting be, 
Lord, let me never, never 
outlive my love to thee. 

 

Hymn No. 218 – “Ah, Holy Jesus” (Verse 1)

1 Ah, holy Jesus, how hast thou offended, 
that we to judge thee have in hate pretended? 
By foes derided, by thine own rejected, 
O most afflicted! 
 
Hymn No. 224 – “When I Survey the Wondrous Cross” (Verses 2&4) 
2 Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast, 
save in the death of Christ my God; 
all the vain things that charm me most, 
I sacrifice them to his blood. 
 
4 Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
that were a present far too small; 
love so amazing, so divine, 
demands my soul, my life, my all. 


