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When I Survey the Wondrous Cross
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I When I sur - vey the won - drous  cross  on which the
2 For - bid it, Lord, that | should  boast save In the
3 See, from his head, his hands, his feet, sor - row and
4 Were the whole realm of na - ture mine,  that were a
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prince of glo - 1y died, my rich-est gan |
death of Christ, my God; all the vain things that
love flow  mm - gled  down. Did e’er such love  and
pres - ent far ~ too small; love so a - maz - ing,
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count but loss and pour con - tempt on all my  pride.
charm me most, I sac-r - fice them to his  blood.
sor - row  meet, or thorns com - pose so  rich a crown?
so di - vie, de-mandsmy soul, my life, my all.

Text: Isaac Watts, 1674-1748
Music: HAMBURG, Lowell Mason, 1792-1872
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[ Want Jesus to Walk with Me
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| I want Je - sus to walk with me;
2 In my tri - als, Lord, walk with me;
3 WhenI'm in trou - ble, Lord, walk with me;
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I want Je - sus to  walk with  me;
in my tri - als, Lord, walk with  me;

when I'm in  trou - ble, Lord, walk with  me;
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all  a-long my pil - grim  jour - ney,
when my heart is al - most break - ing,
when my head is bowed  in SOr - TOW,
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Lord, [ want Je - sus to walk with me.
Lord, I want Je - sus to walk with me.
Lord, [ want Je - sus to walk with me.

Text: African American spiritual
Music: SOTOURNER, African American spiritual
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Create in Me a Clean Heart
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Cre-ate in me a clean heart, O God, and re - new a right
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spir-it ~ with - in me. Cast me not a - way from your pres-ence, and
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take not your Ho - ly Spir - it from me. Re - store un-to me the
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joy of your sal - va-tion, and up - hold me with your free Spir - it.

Text: Psalm 51:10-12

Music: FRANCKE, J.A. Freylinghausen, 1670—-1739
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Chief o Sinners though I Be
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I Chief of sin-ners though I be, Je - sus shed his blood for me,
2 Oh, the heightof Je - sus’ love! High-er than the heav'ns a - bove,
3 On-ly Je-sus can im-part balm to heal the wound-ed heart,
4 Chief of sin-ners though I be, Christ is all m all to me;
5 O my Sav-ior, help af-ford by your Spir-it and your word!
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died that 1 might live on high, lives that I might nev - er die.
deep - er than the depths of sea, last-ing as e - ter - ni-ty.
peace that flows from sin  for - givin, joy that lifts the soul to heav’n,
all  my wants to him are known, all my sor-rows are his own.
When my way - ward heart would stray, keep me in the nar - row way;
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As the branchis to  the vine, [ am his, and he 1s mine.

Love that found me—won-drous thought—found me when I sought him not.
faith and hope to walk with God in the way that E - noch trod.
He sus-tains the hid - den life safe with him from earth - ly strife.
grace in time of need sup - ply while I live and when [ dic.

Text: William McComb, 1793-1870
Music: GETHSEMANE, Richard Redhead, 1820-1901
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Lord Jesus, Think on Me
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[ Lord Je-sus, think on me, and purge a- way my sin;
) Lord Je - sus, think on me, by  anx-ious thoughts op - pressed;
3 Lord Je-sus, think on me, mor let me go a- sty
4 Lod Je-sus, thmk on me, that, whenthe flood 15 past,
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fom  slf-1sh pas-sions st me free and make me pure with- .
let  me your lov-mg ser-vant be and taste your prom-ised rest.
through dark-ness and per - plex - 1 - ty pomt out your cho-sen way.
[ may thee-ter-nal bright-ness see and share your joy at last

Text: Synestus of Cyrene, 375-430; tr. Allen W. Chatfield, 1808-18%, al:.
Music: SOUTHWELL, W. Daman, The Psalnes of Dauid, 1579, alt
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Rock of Ages, Clett for Me
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Rock of A - ges, cleft for me, let me hide my-self in thee;
Not the la - bors of my hands can ful - fill thy law’s de - mands;
Noth-ing in my hand [ bring; sim-ply to thycross I cling.
4 While I draw this fleet-ing breath, when mine eye - lids close in  death,
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let the wa - ter and the blood, from thy riv - en side which flowed,
could my zeal no res- pite know, could my tears for-ev - er flow,

Na - ked, come to thee for dress; help-less, look to thee for grace;
when [ soar to worlds un - known, see thee on thy judg-ment throne,
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be of sin the dou-ble cure; cleanse me from its guilt and pow'.
all for sin could not a-tone; thou must save, and thou a - lone.
foul, I to the foun-tain fly; wash me, Sav -ior, or 1 die.
Rock of A - ges, cleft for me, let me hide my-self in thee.

Text: Augustus M. Toplady, 1740-1778
Music: TOPLADY, Thomas Hastings, 1784-1872




