
OPENING HYMN #61 

“O Sacred Head, Now Wounded” 

 

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. 

 

2 What Thou, my Lord, hast suffered 

Was all for sinners’ gain; 

Mine, mine was the transgression, 

But Thine the deadly pain. 

Lo, here I fall, my Savior! 

’Tis I deserve Thy place; 

Look on me with Thy favor, 

Vouchsafe to me Thy grace. 

 

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. 

 

4 Be near when I am dying, 

O show Thy cross to me; 

Lord, on Thy help relying, 

Come Thou and set me free 

These eyes, new faith receiving, 

From Jesus shall not move, 

For he who dies believing, 

Dies safely through Thy love. 

 

Confession of Sin  

 

Almighty God, our Maker and Redeemer, we poor 

sinners confess to You that we are by nature sinful and 

unclean, and that we have sinned against You in 

thought, word and deed. Therefore we flee for refuge 

to Your infinite mercy and ask You for Christ’s sake, 

grant us forgiveness of all our sins, and by Your Holy 

Spirit increase in us true knowledge of You and of Your 

will and true obedience to Your Word, to the end that 

by Your grace we may come to eternal life, through 

Jesus Christ, our Lord. Amen.  

 

Confession of Faith ~ Apostles’ Creed 

 

I believe in God the Father Almighty, Maker of heaven 

and earth; And in Jesus Christ His only Son, our Lord; 

Who was conceived by the Holy Spirit, Born of the 

Virgin Mary; Suffered under Pontius Pilate, Was 

crucified, dead, and buried; He descended into hell; The 

third day He rose again from the dead; He ascended 

into heaven, And is seated on the right hand of God the 

Father Almighty; From where He shall come to judge 

the living and the dead. I believe in the Holy Spirit; The 

holy Christian Church, The Communion of Saints; The 

Forgiveness of sins; The Resurrection of the body; And 

the Life everlasting. Amen.  

 

HYMN #63                   

“When I Survey the Wondrous Cross” 

 

1 When I survey the wondrous cross 

On which the Prince of Glory died, 

My richest gain I count but loss, 

And pour contempt on all my pride. 

 

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. 

 

3 See, from His head, His hands, His feet, 

Sorrow and love flow mingled down! 

Did e’er such love and sorrow meet? 

Or thorns compose so rich a crown? 

 

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. 

 

HYMN #412                            

“There is a Fountain Filled with Blood” 

 

1 There is a fountain filled with blood 

Drawn from Immanuel’s veins, 

And sinners plunged beneath that flood 



Lose all their guilty stains: 

Lose all their guilty stains, 

Lose all their guilty stains; 

And sinners plunged beneath that flood 

Lose all their guilty stains. 

 

2 The dying thief rejoiced to see 

That fountain in his day. 

And there may I, though vile as he, 

Wash all my sins away: 

Wash all my sins away, 

Wash all my sins away; 

And there may I, though vile as he, 

Wash all my sins away. 

 

3 Dear dying Lamb, Thy precious blood 

Shall never lose its pow’r, 

Till all the ransomed Church of God 

Be saved to sin no more: 

Be saved to sin no more, 

Be saved to sin no more; 

Till all the ransomed Church of God 

Be saved to sin no more. 

 

4 E’er since by faith I saw the stream 

Thy flowing wounds supply, 

Redeeming love has been my theme 

And shall be till I die: 

And shall be till I die, 

And shall be till I die; 

Redeeming love has been my theme 

And shall be till I die. 

 

5 When this poor lisping, stamm’ring tongue 

Lies silent in the grave, 

Then in a nobler, sweeter song, 

I’ll sing Thy pow’r to save: 

I’ll sing Thy pow’r to save, 

I’ll sing Thy pow’r to save; 

Then in a nobler, sweeter song, 

I’ll sing Thy pow’r to save. 


