PALM SUNDAY/PASSION OF OUR LORD HYMNS 0
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442 All Glory, Laud, and Honor ) { ! } “ ‘L J‘ !

A | Refrain . . guilt of sin - ners bear - ing And, lad - en with the
A5 — i I — P — ] — Lamb of God, our Sav - ior, Whom God the Fa - ther
R s ™ ™ B = — ! = bear what You  com - mand Me. My will con-forms to

) z . taste Your king - dom’s plea - sure, Your blood my roy - al

All glo-ry, laud, and hon - or To You, Re-deem-er, King,
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To whom the lips of chil - dren Made sweet ho - san - nas ring. Siis of earth, None else the bur - de_r} shar - ing; 9065
chose to send To gain for us His fa - wvor Go

H | — ‘ = i | R Your de-cree, Tl do what You have asked Me” O
'#Bh——p—ﬁ':g ® e, I e o > 1] robe shall be, My joy be - yond all mea - sure! When
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1 You are the King of Is - rael And Da-vid’s roy - al  Son, i:@:}  — ——— { o P — —
2 The com-pa - ny  of an - gels Is prais-ing You on high, S { A — = z = E— i I . 1
3 The mul-ti - tude of  pil-grims With palms be - fore You went; tient k and faint. T laush - t led ith
4 To You be - fore Your pas-sion They sang their hymns of praise; ?:rtl; 11\?[;1/ S(())Ir];” giﬁgs WI?; gﬁzr ;;ir:j’ “Xn d § E_:E -I\?[; c?]il zivrlen )
As Y -cei hei is - Ac - h i ’ : - ’ -
5 As You re-ceived their prais - es, ¢ - cept the prayers we  bring, won-drous Love, what have You done! The Fa - ther of - fers
| Refiain I ap - pear be - fore Your throne, Your righ - teous-ness shall
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Now in the Lord’s name com - ing, Our King and Bless-ed  One. Y] T ' ' ' T
And we with all cre - a - tion In  cho-rus make re - ply. out com-plaint, That spot-less life to of - fer, He bears the
Our praise and prayer and an - thems Be - fore You we pre - sent. from their dread Of  guilt and con-dem-na - tion. The wrath and
To You, now high ex - alt - ed, Our mel-o - dy we raise. up His Son, De - sir-ing our sal -va - tion. O Love, how
N .Pbl_ dSOU_YCC of ev - ’ry bless - ing, Our good and gra-cious King. be  my crown; With these I need not hide me. And there, in
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stripes, the wounds, the lies, The mock -er - v, and
stripes are hard to bear, But by Your pas - sion
strong  You are to save! You lay the One in -
gar - ments rich - ly wrought, As  Your own bride shall
438 A Lamb Goes Uncomplaining Forth } ’Q — , — i l i — r
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S — ! ‘L — | : yet  re - plies, “All this I glad - ly suf - fer.”

1 A Lamb goes un - com - plain - ing forth, The they will share The fruit of YDUI: sal - va - tion.”
2 This Lamb is Christ, the soul’s great friend, The to the grave Who built the earth’s foun -da - tion.
3 “Yes, Fa - ther, yes, most will - ing - ly rn we  be brought To  stand in joy  be - side You.

Text: © 1941 C dia Publishing H . Used b ission: LSB H Li . 110005617
4 LOI'd, when Your glO _ ry I shall see And Tﬁﬁe: © Lo do:_lr;cigr ia Publishing House. Used by permission ymn License no



60n2 The Gifts Christ Freely Gives
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1 The gifts Christ free - ly gives He gives to you and me
2 The gifts flow from the font Where He calls us His own;
3 The gifts of grace and peace From ab - so - lu-tion flow;
4 The gifts are there each day The ho -1ly Word is read;
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To be His Church, His bride, His cho-sen, saved and free!
New life He gives that makes Us His and His a - lone.
The pas-tor’s words are Christ's For us to trust and know.
God’s chil-dren lis - ten, hear, Re - ceive, and they are fed.
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Saints blest with these rich gifts Are  chil-dren who pro - claim
Here He for-gives our sins With wa - ter and His Word;
For - give-ness that we need Is grant-ed to us there;
Christ fills them with Him - self, Blest words that give them life,
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That they were won by Christ And cling to His strong  name.
The tri - une God Him-self Gives powr to call Him Lord
The Lord of mer -cy sends Us forth in His blest care.
Re - stor - ing and re-fresh - ing Them for this world’s strife

5  The gifts are in the feast,

Gifts far more than we see;

Beneath the bread and wine
Is food from Calvary.

The body and the blood
Remove our ev’ry sin;

We leave His presence in
His peace, renewed again.

6  All glory to the One

Who lavishes such love;

The triune God in love
Assures our life above.

His means of grace for us
Avre gifts He loves to give;

All thanks and praise for His
Great love by which we live!

Text: © 2001 Richard C. Resch. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License no. 110005617
Tune: Public domain

42n2 On My Heart Imprint Your Image
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On my heart im - print Your im-age, Bless-ed Je-sus, King of grace,
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That life’s rich-es, cares, and plea-sures Nev-er may Your work e-rase;
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Je-sus, cru-ci - fied for me,

Let the clear in - scrip-tion be:
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Is my life, my hope’s foun - da-tion, Andmy glo-ry

Text and tune: Public domain

and sal-va

tion!



624 The Infant Priest Was Holy Born 622 Lord Jesus Christ, You Have Prepared
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1 The in - fant Priest was ho - ly born For us un - 1 Lord Je - sus Christ, You have pre-pared This feast for
2 This great High Priest in hu - man flesh Was 1 - con 2 Al - though You did to heav’'n as-cend, Where an - gel
3 The ho - ly Lamb un-daunt - ed came To God’s own 3 Yet, Sav - ior, You are not con-fined To an - y
4 But  death would not the vic - tor be Of Him who 4 We eat this bread and drink this cup, Your pre - cious
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ho - ly and for - lorn; From flesh - ly tem - ple our sal - va - tiom Tt is Your bod - y
of God’s  righ - teous - ness. His hal - lowed touch brought hosts  are dwell - ing, And in Your pres - ence
al - tar lit with  flame; While weep - ing an - gels hab - 1 - ta - tion; But You are pres - ent
hung wp - on  the tee. He leads us to the Word be - liev - ing  That  Your true bod - y
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forth came He, A. - noint - ed  from £ - ter - m -ty and Your blood, And at Your in - vi - ta - tion
sanc - t - ty; His hand  re-moved im - pu - 1 - ty. they be - hold Your glo -ry, all ex - cel - ling,
hid their eyes, This Priest be - came a sac - ri - fice. e - ven now Here with Your con - gre - ga - tion.
Ho - 1ly Place With -in the veil, be - fore God’s face. and Your blood Our lips are here re - ceiv - ing.
5  The veil is torn, our Priest we see, ;,Qﬂ 1 ; — : ] — : —
és aL the rail on bﬁn?ed le'e _ s — — T
ur hungry mOUt S ro_m Im receive As wea - ry souls, with sin op-pressed, We come to
The bread of immortality. And though Your peo - ple shall not see Your glo - 1y
Firm as a rock this truth shall stand, Un - moved by
6  The body of God’s Lamb we eat, This Word re - mains for - ev - er true, All things are
A priestly food and priestly meat; £ . .
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On sin-parched lips the chalice pours Hey—2 = —— I ™ — — i ——— =—
His quenching blood that life restores. Y] v @ ' '
You for nee(_i -ed rest, Fpr com - fort, _and for par - don.
7 With cherubim and seraphim and Your maj-es -ty Till dawns the judg-ment mom - ing,
Our voices ioin the endless hvmn an -y dar - ing hand Or sub - tle craft and  cun - ning.
J : ymn, pos - si - ble with You, For You are Lord Al - might - y.
And “Holy, holy, holy” sing
To Christ, God’s Lamb, our Priest and King.
Text: © 1997, 2003 CShad L. Bird. Ussed by permissigﬂ LSB Hymn License no. 11g0005617 5 Though reason CannOt underStandi

Yet faith this truth embraces:
Your body, Lord, is even now

At once in many places.
| leave to You how this can be;
Your Word alone suffices me;

I trust its truth unfailing.



Lord, | believe what You have said;

Help me when doubts assail me.
Remember that | am but dust,

And let my faith not fail me.
Your supper in this vale of tears
Refreshes me and stills my fears

And is my priceless treasure.

Grant that we worthily receive
Your supper, Lord, our Savior,

And, truly grieving for our sins,
May prove by our behavior

That we are thankful for Your grace

And day by day may run our race,
In holiness increasing.

For Your consoling supper, Lord,
Be praised throughout all ages!
Preserve it, for in ev’ry place
The world against it rages.
Grant that this sacrament may be
A blessed comfort unto me
When living and when dying.

Text and tune: Public domain

62n0 Jesus Comes Today with Healing
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1Je - sus comes to - day with heal-ing, Knock-ing at my
2 Christ Him - self, the priest pre - sid - ing, Yet in bread and
3 Un - der bread and wine, though low - ly, I re - ceive the
4 God de - scends with heav'n - ly pow - er, Gives Him -self to
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door, ap - peal-ing, Of - f'ring par - don, grace, and peace.
wine a - bid - ing In this ho - ly sac - ra - ment,

Sav - ior ho - ly, Blood and bod - vy, giv’n for me,
me this hour In this or - di - nar - y sign.
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He Him - self makes prep - a - ra - tion, And I hear His
Gives the bread of life, once bro-ken, And the cup, the
Ver - y Lamb of God from heav-en, Who to bit - ter
On  my tongue His pledge re - ceiv-ing, I ac - cept His
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in - vi - ta- tionn “Come and taste the bless - ed feast.”
pre - cious to - ken of His sa - cred cov - e - nant.
death was giv - en, Hung wup - on the curs - ed tree.
grace, be - liev - ing That I taste His love di - vine.

5  Let me praise God’s boundless favor,
Whose own feast of love | savor,
Bidden by His gracious call.
Wedding garments He provides me,

With a robe of white He hides me,
Fits me for the royal hall.

6  Now have | found consolation,
Comfort in my tribulation,
Balm to heal the troubled soul.
God, my shield from ev’ry terror,
Cleanses me from sin and error,
Makes my wounded spirit whole.

Text: © David W. Rogner. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License no. 110005617
Tune: Public domain



563 Jesus, Thy Blood and Righteousness
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1 Je - sus, Thy blood and righ - teous - ness My beau - ty
2 Bold shall T stand in that great day, Cleansed and re -
3Lord, T be - lieve Thy pre - cious blood, Which at  the
4 Lord, I be - lieve, were sin - ners more Than sands up -
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are, my glo - rious dress; Midst flam - ing worlds, in
deemed, no  debt to  pay; Ful - ly ab - solved through
mer - cy seat of God Pleads for the cap - tives’
on the o - cean shore, Thou hast for all a
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these ar - rayed, With joy shall I lift up my head.
these 1 am From sin and fear, from guilt and shame.
lib - er -ty, Was al - so shed in Ilove for me.
ran - som paid, For all a full a - tone - ment made.

5  When from the dust of death I rise
To claim my mansion in the skies,
This then shall be my only plea:
Jesus hath lived and died for me.

6  Jesus, be endless praise to Thee,
Whose boundless mercy hath for me,
For me, and all Thy hands have made,
An everlasting ransom paid.

Text and tune: Public domain



