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These lyrics accompany the schedule entitled 

Preparing Our Hearts for Easter. Use these songs this 

week to sing to the Lord and thank him for all that 

he has done in Christ. 

 

Palm Sunday 

Be Thou My Vision 

(Vs 1) 

Be Thou my Vision, O Lord of my heart; 

Naught be all else to me, save that Thou art 

Thou my best thought, by day or by night, 

Waking or sleeping, Thy presence my light. 

 

(Vs 2) 

Be Thou my wisdom, and Thou my true Word; 

I ever with Thee and Thou with me, Lord; 

Thou my great Father, I Thy true son; 

Thou in me dwelling, and I with Thee one. 

 

(Vs 3) 

Riches I heed not, nor man’s empty praise, 

Thou mine inheritance, now and always; 

Thou and Thou only, first in my heart,  

High King of heaven, my Treasure Thou art. 

 

(Vs 4) 

High King of heaven, my victory won, 

May I reach heaven’s joys, O bright heaven’s Sun! 

Heart of my own heart, whatever befall, 

Still be my Vision, O Ruler of all. 

 

Public Domain 

Monday 

Jesus, Thank You (G) 

(Vs 1) 

The mystery of the cross I cannot comprehend 

The agonies of Calvary. 

You the perfect holy One crushed Your Son  

Drank the bitter cup reserved for me. 

 

(Chorus) 

Your blood has washed away my sin 

Jesus, thank You. 

The Father’s wrath completely satisfied 

Jesus, thank You. 

Once Your enemy now seated at Your table 

Jesus, thank You. 

 

(Vs 2) 

By Your perfect sacrifice I’ve been brought near 

Your enemy You’ve made Your friend. 

 

Pouring out the riches of Your glorious grace 

Your mercy and Your kindness know no end. 

 

(Bridge) 

Lover of my soul, I want to live for You. 

(repeat). 

 
Words and Music by Pat Sczebel.  Copyright 2003 Sovereign 

Grace Music.   

 
 

Tuesday 

Before the Throne 

(Vs 1) 

Before the throne of God above, 

I have a strong and perfect plea: 

A great High Priest whose name is Love, 

Who ever lives and pleads for me. 

 

My name is graven on His hands. 

My name is written on His heart. 

I know that while in heav’n He stands, 

No tongue can bid me thence depart, 

No tongue can bid me thence depart. 

 

(Vs 2) 

When Satan tempts me to despair, 

And tells me of the guilt within, 

Upward I look and see him there, 

Who made an end of all my sin. 

 

Because the sinless Savior died, 

My sinful soul is counted free. 

For God, the Just, is satisfied 

To look on Him and pardon me, 

To look on Him and pardon me. 

 

(Vs 3) 

Behold Him there, the risen Lamb! 

My perfect, spotless righteousness. 

The great unchangeable I AM, 

The King of Glory and of Grace. 

 

One with Himself, I cannot die. 

My soul is purchased by His blood. 

My life is hid with Christ on high, 

With Christ, my Savior and my God. 

With Christ, my Savior and my God. 

With Christ, my Savior and my God. 
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Original lyrics by Charitie Lee Bancroft.  Alt. lyrics by 

Vikki Cook, © 1997 PDI Worship, by permission CCLI 

# 339433. 

 

Wednesday 

In Christ Alone 

(Vs 1) 

In Christ alone my hope is found,  

He is my light, my strength, my song; 

This cornerstone, this solid ground,  

Firm through the fiercest drought and storm. 

What heights of love, what depths of peace,  

When fears are stilled, when strivings cease!  

My comforter, my All in All, Here in the love of Christ 

I stand.  

 

(Vs 2) 

In Christ alone!  Who took on flesh,  

Fullness of God in helpless babe!   

This gift of love and righteousness,  

Scorned by the ones He came to save: 

Till on that cross as Jesus died,  

The wrath of God was satisfied 

For ev’ry sin on Him was laid; 

Here in the death of Christ I live. 

 

(Vs 3) 

There in the ground His body lay,  

Light of the world by darkness slain; 

Then bursting forth in glorious Day 

Up from the grave He rose again! 

And as He stands in victory 

Sin’s curse has lost its grip on me, 

For I am His and He is mine 

Bought with the precious blood of Christ.  

 

(Vs 4) 

No guilt of life, no fear in death,  

This is the pow’r of Christ in me; 

From life’s first cry to final breath, Jesus commands my 

destiny.  

No pow’r of hell, no scheme of man,  

Can ever pluck me from His hand; 

Till He returns or calls me home,  

Here in the pow’r of Christ I’ll stand.   

Here in the pow’r of Christ I’ll stand.    

 
By Stuart Townend and Keith Getty.  Copyright 2001 

Kingsway’s Thankyou Music.  CCLI # 339433 

 

 

 

 

Thursday 

O Lamb of God 

(Vs 1) 

Your only Son no sin to hide,  

But You have sent Him from Your Side  

To walk upon this guilty sod  

And to become the Lamb of God. 

 

(Chorus) 

O Lamb of God, sweet Lamb of God,  

I love the holy Lamb of God.   

O wash me in His precious blood,  

My Jesus Christ, the Lamb of God. 

 

(Vs 2) 

Your gift of love they crucified,  

They laughed and scorned Him as He died,  

The humble King they named a fraud  

And sacrificed the Lamb of God.  

 

(Vs 3) 

I was so lost I should have died,  

But You have brought me to Your Side  

To be led by Your staff and rod,  

And to be called the lamb of God.  

 

I Will Glory in My Redeemer 

(Vs 1) 

I will glory in my redeemer whose priceless blood has 

ransomed me.  

Mine was the sin that drove the bitter nails and hung 

Him on that judgment tree. 

I will glory in my Redeemer Who crushed the pow’r of 

sin and death; 

My only Savior before the Holy Judge,  

The Lamb who is my righteousness, the Lamb who is 

my righteousness. 

 

(Vs 2) 

I will glory in my Redeemer.  My life He bought, my 

love He owns. 

I have no long---ings for another, I’m satisfied in Him 

alone. 

I will glory in my Redeemer, His faithfulness, my 

standing place 

Though foes are mighty and rush upon me 

My feet are firm, held by His grace,  

My feet are firm, held by His grace.  

 

(Vs 3) 

I will glory in my Redeemer, who carries me on eagle’s 

wings. 
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He crowns my life with loving kindness, His triumph 

song I’ll ever sing. 

I will glory in my Redeemer who waits for me at Gates 

of gold 

And when He calls me it will be paradise. 

His face forever to behold, His face forever to behold. 

His face forever to behold. 

 
By Steve & Vikki Cook.  Copyright 2001 PDI Worship.  CCLI 

# 339433 

 

Good Friday 

And Can It Be 

(Vs 1) 

And can it be that I should gain  

An interest in the Savior’s blood? 

Died He for me, who caused His pain? 

For me who Him to death pursued?  

Amazing love!  How can it be  

That Thou, my God, shouldst die for me?  

 

(Vs 2) 

He left His Father’s throne above; 

So free, so infinite His grace. 

Emptied Himself of all but love, 

And bled for Adam’s helpless race.   

Tis mercy all, immense and free,  

For O my God, it found out me. 

 

(Vs 3) 

Long my imprisoned spirit lay fast  

Bound in sin and nature’s night; 

Thine eye diffused a quick’ing ray, 

I woke, the dungeon flamed with light. 

My chains fell off; My heart was free. 

I rose, went forth and followed Thee. 

 

(Vs 4) 

No condemnation now I dread; 

Jesus, and all in Him is mine! 

Alive in Him, my living Head, 

And clothed in righteousness divine; 

Bold I approach the eternal throne 

And claim the crown, thro’ Christ, my own. 

 

(Chorus): 

Amazing love!  How can it be  

That Thou, my God, shouldst die for me?  

 
By Charles Wesley and Thomas Campbell.  Public Domain.  

At the Foot of the Cross 

(Vs 1) 

Beneath the Cross of Jesus 

Lord I would spend my days  

In the shadow of the One  

Who ransomed me 

May I not become familiar  

With its marvelous good news 

But live my life with it  

Always in my view 

 

(Chorus)  

At the foot of the Cross 

Lord I bow down and worship 

Overcome by so great a love  

At the foot of the Cross 

I will cherish all Your mercy 

All Your goodness Your wisdom 

Your power 

At the foot of the Cross 

 

(Vs 2) 

Upon the Cross of Jesus 

Lord I would fix my eyes 

For it always will remind me  

Of these truths 

My iniquity seems endless  

Yet greater still Your grace 

And I will glory in the Cross  

Throughout the ages 

 
Steve & Vikki Cook © 2000 PDI Worship (ASCAP) CCLI # 

339433. 

 

Gospel Song 

Holy God, in love, became  

Perfect Man to bear my blame. 

On the cross He took my sin. 

By His death I live again.  

 

Saturday  

Come Ye Sinners 

(Vs 1) 

Come, ye sinners, poor and wretched, 

Weak and wounded, sick and sore; 

Jesus, ready, stands to save you, 

Full of pity, joined with power. 

He is able, He is able; 

He is willing; doubt no more.  

 

(Vs 2) 

Come ye needy, come, and welcome, 

God’s free bounty glorify; 

True belief and true repentance,  

Every grace that brings you nigh. 
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Without money, without money 

Come to Jesus Christ and buy.  

 

(Vs 3) 

Come, ye weary, heavy laden,  

Bruised and broken by the fall; 

If you tarry ‘til you’re better,  

You will never come at all. 

Not the righteous, not the righteous; 

Sinners Jesus came to call. 

 

(Vs 4) 

Let not conscience make you linger,  

Nor of fitness fondly dream 

All the fitness He requires 

Is to feel your need of Him.  

This He gives you, This He gives you,  

‘Tis the Spirit’s rising beam.  

 

(Vs 5) 

Lo!  The Incarnate God, ascended; 

Pleads the merit of His blood. 

Venture on Him; venture wholly,  

Let no other trust intrude. 

None but Jesus, none but Jesus 

Can do helpless sinners good.  

 
Original lyrics by Joseph Hart.  Public Domain.  Music by 

Matthew Smith.  2000 Detuned Radio Music. CCLI # 339433      

 

 

Nothing But the Blood 

(Vs 1) 

What can wash away my sin? 

Nothing but the blood of Jesus.  

What can make me whole again? 

Nothing but the blood of Jesus.  

 

Refrain: 

O!  Precious is the flow,  

That makes me white as snow, 

No other fount I know,  

Nothing but the blood of Jesus.  

  

(Vs 2) 

For my pardon this I see,  

Nothing but the blood of Jesus.  

For my cleansing this my plea,  

Nothing but the blood of Jesus.  

(refrain) 

 

(Vs 3) 

This is al my hope and peace,  

Nothing but the blood of Jesus.  

This is all my righteousness,  

Nothing but the blood of Jesus.  

(refrain) 

 

By Robert Lowry.  Public Domain.   

 

Easter Sunday 

 

Amazing Grace 

(Vs 1) 

Amazing grace!  How sweet the sound, that saved a 

wretch like me! 

I once was lost but now am found, was blind but now I 

see. 

 

(Vs 2) 

Twas grace that taught my heart to fear, and grace my 

fears relieved; 

How precious did that grace appear the hour I first 

believed. 

 

(Vs 3) 

The Lord has promised good to me, His word my hope 

secures;  

He will my shield and portion be as long as life 

endures. 

 

(Vs 4) 

Thru many dangers, toils and snares, I have already 

come; 

Tis grace that brought me safe thus far, and grace will 

lead me home. 

 

(Vs 5) 

When we’ve been there ten thousand years, bright 

shining as the sun,  

We’ve no less days to sing God’s praise than when 

we’d first begun. 
Words by John Newton.  Public Domain.   

Crown Him with Many Crowns 

(Vs 1) 

Crown Him with many crowns, the Lamb upon His 

throne; 

Hark!  How the heav’nly anthem drowns all music but 

its own! 

Awake, my soul, and sing of Him who died for thee,  

And hail Him as thy matchless King thru all eternity. 

(Vs 2) 

Crown Him the Lord of Love:  behold His hands and 

side. 

Rich wounds, yet visible above, in beauty glorified. 
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No angel in the sky can fully bear that sight,  

But downward bends His wondring eye at mysteries so 

bright. 

(Vs 3) 

Crown Him the Lord of Life:  Who triumphed o’er the 

grave; 

Who rose victorious to the strife for those He came to 

save. 

His glories now we sing, Who died and rose on high, 

Who died eternal life to bring and lives that death may 

die. 

 

(Vs 4) 

Crown Him the Lord of heav’n:  One with the Father 

known,  

One with the Spirit thru Him giv’n from yonder 

glorious throne. 

To Thee be endless praise, for Thou for us hast died; 

Be Thou, O Lord, thru endless days adored and 

magnified. 

 
Text:  Matthew Bridges, Godfrey Thring; Music:  George J. 

Elvey.  Public Domain.  


