
Good Friday Lyrics 

Jesus Keep Me Near the Cross UMH 301 

1. Jesus, keep me near the cross;​
there a precious fountain,​
free to all, a healing stream,​
flows from Calvary's mountain.​
Refrain:​
In the cross, in the cross,​
be my glory ever,​
till my raptured soul shall find​
rest beyond the river.​
​
2. Near the cross, a trembling soul,​
love and mercy found me;​
there the bright and morning star​
sheds its beams around me.​
(Refrain)​
​
3. Near the cross! O Lamb of God,​
bring its scenes before me;​
help me walk from day to day​
with its shadow o'er me.​
(Refrain)​
​
4. Near the cross I'll watch and wait,​
hoping, trusting ever,​
till I reach the golden strand​
just beyond the river.​
(Refrain) 
 

What Wondrous Love Is This UMH 292 

1.What wondrous love is this, O my soul, O my soul,​
what wondrous love is this, O my soul!​
What wondrous love is this that caused the Lord of bliss​
to bear the dreadful curse for my soul, for my soul,​
to bear the dreadful curse for my soul.​
​



2) What wondrous love is this, O my soul, O my soul,​
what wondrous love is this, O my soul!​
What wondrous love is this, that caused the lord of life​
to lay aside his crown for my soul, for my soul,​
to lay aside his crown for my soul.​
​
3) To God and to the Lamb, I will sing, I will sing,​
to God and to the Lamb, I will sing.​
To God and to the Lamb who is the great I AM,​
while millions join the theme, I will sing, I will sing,​
while millions join the theme I will sing.​
​
4) And when from death I'm free, I'll sing on, I'll sing on,​
and when from death I'm free, I'll sing on.​
And when from death I'm free I'll sing and joyful be,​
and through eternity I'll sing on, I'll sing on,​
and through eternity I'll sing on. 

 
Ah, Holy Jesus UMH 289 
 
1.Ah, holy Jesus, how hast thou offended,​
that we to judge thee have in hate pretended?​
By foes derided, by thine own rejected,​
O most afflicted!​
​
2. Who was the guilty? Who brought this upon thee?​
Alas, my treason, Jesus, hath undone thee!​
'Twas I, Lord Jesus, I it was denied thee;​
I crucified thee. 
 
O Sacred Head, Now Wounded UMH 286 

 
1. O sacred Head, now wounded,​
with grief and shame weighed down,​
now scornfully surrounded​
with thorns, thine only crown:​
how pale thou art with anguish,​
with sore abuse and scorn!​
How does that visage languish​
which once was bright as morn!​



​
2. What thou, my Lord, has suffered​
was all for sinners' gain;​
mine, mine was the transgression,​
but thine the deadly pain.​
Lo, here I fall, my Savior!​
'Tis I deserve thy place;​
look on me with thy favor,​
vouchsafe to me thy grace.​
​
3. What language shall I borrow​
to thank thee, dearest friend,​
for this thy dying sorrow,​
thy pity without end?​
O make me thine forever;​
and should I fainting be,​
Lord, let me never, never​
outlive my love for thee. 

 
Alas! And Did My Savior Bleed UMH 294 
 
1. Alas! and did my Savior bleed,​
and did my Sovereign die!​
Would he devote that sacred head​
for sinners such as I? 
 

 
 
 

 


