How deep the Father's love for us
How vast beyond all measure

That He would give His only Son

To make a wretch His treasure

How great the pain of searing loss
The Father turns His face away

As wounds which mar the chosen One
Bring many sons to glory

Behold the Man upon a cross

My sin upon His shoulders
Ashamed, | hear my mocking voice
Call out among the scoffers

It was my sin that held Him there
Until it was accomplished

His dying breath has brought me life
| know that it is finished

| will not boast in anything

No gifts, no powr, no wisdom

But | will boast in Jesus Christ

His death and resurrection

Why should | gain from His reward?
| cannot give an answer

But this | know with all my heart
His wounds have paid my ransom

Stuart Townend, b 1963.
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Jesus calls us; o'er the tumult
of our life's wild, restless sea,
day by day his clear voice sounding,
saying, "Christian, follow me;"

As, of old, apostles heard it

by the Galilean lake,

turned from home and toil and kindred,
leaving all for his dear sake.

Jesus calls us from the worship

of this vain world's golden store;
from each idol that would keep us,
saying, "Christian, love me more."

In our joys and in our sorrows,

days of toil and hours of ease,

still he calls, in cares and pleasures,
"Christian, love me more than these."

Jesus calls us! By thy mercies,
Saviour, may we hear thy call,

give our hearts to thine obedience,
serve and love thee best of all.

Cecil Frances Alexander, 1818-95

I will sing the wondrous story

Of the Christ Who died for me;
How He left His home in glory

For the cross of Calvary.

| was lost, but Jesus found me,
Found the sheep that went astray,
Threw His loving arms around me,
Drew me back into His way.

| was bruised, but Jesus healed me,
Faint was | from many a fall,

Sight was gone, and fears possessed me,
But He freed me from them all.

Days of darkness still come o’er me,
Sorrow’s path | often tread,

But His presence still is with me;

By His guiding hand I'm led.

He will keep me till the river

Rolls its waters at my feet;

Then He'll bear me safely over,
Where the loved ones | shall meet.
Yes, I'll sing the wondrous story

Of the Christ Who died for me,
Sing it with the saints in glory,
Gathered by the crystal sea.

Francis Harold Rowley, 1854-1952
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