
 

 

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. 

 

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. 

 

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? 

 

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. 

 

Reading: Luke 23:47 – 49 (p. 1061) 

 

What does the centurion say? 

 

Reading: Luke 23:50 – 56 (p. 1061) 

 

What does God say? 

 

O Saviour of the world, 

by your cross and precious blood, 

you have redeemed us: 

save us and help us, 

we humbly beseech you, O Lord. Amen. 

 

Blessing 
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Opening Prayer 

 

There is a green hill far away, 

Without a city wall, 

Where the dear Lord was crucified, 

Who died to save us all.  

 

We may not know, we cannot tell, 

What pains He had to bear; 

But we believe it was for us 

He hung and suffered there.  

 

He died that we might be forgiven, 

He died to make us good, 
That we might go at last to heaven 

Saved by His precious blood.  

 

There was no other good enough, 

To pay the price of sin. 

He only could unlock the gate  

of heaven and let us in. 

 

Oh, dearly, dearly has He loved, 

And we must love him too; 

And trust in His redeeming blood, 

And try His works to do.  

 

Reading: Luke 22:66 – 23:16 (p. 1059)  

 

What does Pilate say? 

 

Reading: Luke 23:18 – 25 (p. 1060) 

 

What does the crowd say? 

 

 

 

 

My song is love unknown, 

My Saviour's love to me; 

Love to the loveless shown, 

That they might lovely be. 

O who am I, that for my sake 

My Lord should take, frail flesh and die? 

 

He came from His blest throne 

Salvation to bestow; 

But men made strange, and none 

The longed for Christ would know: 

But O! my Friend, my Friend indeed, 

Who at my need His life did spend. 

 
Sometimes they strew His way, 

And His sweet praises sing; 

Resounding all the day 

Hosannas to their King: 

Then “Crucify!” is all their breath, 

And for His death they thirst and cry. 

 

Here might I stay and sing, 

No story so divine; 

Never was love, dear King! 

Never was grief like Thine. 

This is my Friend, in Whose sweet praise 

I all my days could gladly spend. 

 

Reading: Luke 23:26 – 43 (p. 1060) 

 

What does the criminal say? 

 

Reading: Luke 23:44 – 46 (p. 1060) 

 

What does Jesus say? 

 

 


