After Qdtations of the Grass. God of Mergy and Sompassion
Feneration of the Grass. O ere you there when they crudified my Lord?

Communion. CMp song s love unknown



God of Mercy and Compassion

God of mercy and compassion,
Look with pity upon me.

Father, let me call Thee Father,
"Tis Thy child returns to Thee.

Jesus, Lord, | ask for mercy;

Let me not implore in vain;

All my sins—I now detest them,
Never will | sin again.

By my sins | have deserved

Death and endless misery;

Hell, with all its pains and torments,
And for all eternity.

[Refrain]

By my sins | have abandoned
Right and claim to Heav’n above,
Where the saints rejoice forever,
In a boundless sea of love.

[Refrain]

See our Savior, bleeding, dying,

On the cross of Calvary;

To that cross my sins have nailed Him,
Yet He bleeds and dies for me.

[Refrain]



Were you there when they crucified my Lord?

Were you there when they crucified my Lord?
Were you there when they crucified my Lord?
O, sometimes it causes me to tremble, tremble, tremble.
Were you there when they crucified my Lord?

Were you there when they nailed him to a tree?
Were you there when they nailed him to a tree?
O, sometimes it causes me to tremble, tremble, tremble.
Were you there when they nailed him to a tree?

Were you there when they pierced him in the side?
Were you there when they pierced him in the side?
O, sometimes it causes me to tremble, tremble, tremble.
Were you there when they pierced him in the side?

Were you there when they laid him in the tomb?
Were you there when they laid him in the tomb?
O, sometimes it causes me to tremble, tremble, tremble.
Were you there when they laid him in the tomb?



My song is love unknown — 487

My song is love unknown,

My Savior's love to me

Love to the loveless shown,

That they might lovely be

O who am | that for my sake,

My Lord should take frail flesh and die?

He came from his blest throne
Salvation to bestow

But sin made blind 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.

Why, what hath my Lord done?

What makes this rage and spite

He made the lame to run,

He gave the blind their sight

Sweet injuries, yet they at these,
Themselves displeased, and ‘gainst him
rise.

They rise, and needs will have
My dear Lord made away

A murderer they save,

The Prince of Life they slay

Yet cheerful He to suff’ring goes,

That He his foes from thence might free.

Here might | 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.



