
Good Friday Hymns for Fighting for the Faith

Hymn 431 - Not all the blood of beasts

Not all the blood of beasts
On Jewish altars slain

Could give the guilty conscience peace
Or wash away the stain.

But Christ, the heav'nly Lamb,
Takes all our sins away;

A sacrifice of nobler name
And richer blood than they.

My faith would lay her hand
On that dear head of Thine,
While like a penitent I stand,

And there confess my sin.

My soul looks back to see
The burden Thou didst bear

When hanging on the cursed tree;
I know my guilt was there.

Believing, we rejoice
To see the curse remove;

We bless the Lamb with cheerful voice
And sing His bleeding love.

Pirate Christian ‰adio



Hymn 437 - Alas! and did my Savior bleed

Alas! and did my Savior bleed,
And did my Sov'reign die?

Would He devote that sacred head
For such a worm as I?

Was it for crimes that I had done
He groaned upon the tree?

Amazing pity, grace unknown,
And love beyond degree!

Well might the sun in darkness hide
And shut his glories in

When God, the mighty Maker, died
For his own creatures' sin.

Thus might I hide my blushing face
While His dear cross appears,

Dissolve my heart in thankfulness,
And melt mine eyes to tears.

But drops of grief can ne'er repay
The debt of love I owe;

Here, Lord, I give myself away:
'Tis all that I can do.

Hymn 453 - Upon the cross extended

Upon the cross extended,
See, world, your Lord suspended;

Your Savior yields His breath.
The Prince of Life from heaven
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Himself hath freely given
To shame and blows and bitter death.

Come, see these things and ponder,
Your soul will fill with wonder

As blood streams from each pore.
Through grief beyond all knowling,
From His great heart can flowing

Sighs welling from its deepest core.

Who is it, Lord, that bruised You?
Who has so sore abused You

And caused You all Your woe?
We all must make confession
Of sin and dire transgression,

While You no ways of evil know.

I caused Your grief and sighing
By evils multiplying

As countless as the sands.
I caused the woes unnumbered

With which You soul is cumbered,
Yout sorrows raised by wicked hands.

Your soul in griefs unbounded,
Your head with thorns surrounded,

You died to ransom me.
The cross for me enduring,
The crown for me securing,

You healed my wounds and set me free.

Your cords of love, my Savior,
Bind me to You forever,
I am no longer mine.
To You I gladly tender
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All that my life can render
And all I have to You resign.

Your cross I place before me,
Its saving pow'r restore me,

Sustain me in the test.
It will, when life is ending,
Be guiding and attending

My way to Your eternal rest.

Hymn 451 - Stricken, smitten, and afflicted

Stricken, smitten, and afflicted,
See Him dying on the tree!

'Tis the Christ by man rejected;
Yes, my soul, 'tis He, 'tis He!

'Tis the long-expected Prophet,
David's Son, yet David's Lord;

Proofs I see sufficient of it:
'Tis the true and faithful Word.

Tell me, ye who hear Him groaning,
Was there ever grief like His?

Friends through fear His cause disowning,
Foes insulting His distress;

Many hands were raised to wound Him,
None would interpose to save;

But the deepest stroke that pierced Him
Was the stroke that Justice gave.

Ye who think of sin but lightly
Nor suppose the evil great

Here may view its nature rightly,
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Here its guilt may estimate.
Mark the sacrifice appointed,
See who bears the awful load;

'Tis the Word, the Lord's anointed,
Son of Man and Son of God.

Here we have a firm foundation;
Here the refuge of the lost;

Christ, the Rock of our salvation,
His the name of which we boast.

Lamb of God, for sinners wounded,
Sacrifice to cancel guilt!

None shall ever be confounded
Who on Him their hope have built.
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