
Processional Hymn #180      Giver of the Perfect Gift  
 
Giver of the perfect gift, 
only hope of human race, 
hear the prayer our hearts uplift, 
trembling at thy throne of grace. 
 
Though the accusing voice within 
speaks of many a wrong to thee, 
thou canst cleanse from every sin; 
thou canst set the conscience free. 
 
Who can save us, Lord, but thou? 
Let thy mercy show thy power. 
Lo, we plead thy promise now, 
now, in this accepted hour. 
 
Oh! may these our Lenten days, 
blest by thee, with thee be passed, 
that with purer, nobler praise 
we may keep thy feast at last. 
 
God the holy Trinity, 
grant the mercy we implore; 
God the One, all praise to thee 
through the ages evermore. 
 
 
 
 
 



Gradual Hymn #629       
Jesus, Thy Blood and Righteousness 
 
Jesus, thy blood and righteousness, 
my beauty are, my glorious dress; 
‘midst flaming worlds, in these arrayed, 
with joy shall I lift up my head. 
 
Bold shall I stand in thy great day; 
for who aught to my charge shall lay? 
Fully absolved through these I am 
from sin and fear, from guilt and shame.  
 
Jesus, be endless praise to thee, 
whose boundless mercy hath for me -- 
for me a full atonement made, 
an everlasting ransom paid. 
 
O let the dead now hear thy voice; 
now bid thy banished ones rejoice; 
their beauty this, their glorious dress, 
Jesus, thy blood and righteousness. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Offertory Hymn #436      I Bind unto Myself Today 
 
I bind unto myself today 
the strong name of the Trinity, 
by invocation of the same, 
the Three in One, and One in Three. 
 
I bind this day to me forever, 
by power of faith, Christ’s incarnation, 
his baptism in the Jordan river, 
his death on cross for my salvation. 
His bursting from the spiced tomb, 
his riding up the heavenly way,  
his coming at the day of doom, 
I bind unto myself today.  
 
I bind unto myself today 
the virtues of the star-lit heaven, 
the glorious sun's life-giving ray, 
the whiteness of the moon at even, 
the flashing of the lightning free, 
the whirling wind's tempestuous shocks, 
the stable earth, the deep salt sea 
around the old eternal rocks. 
 
I bind unto myself today 
the power of God to hold and lead, 
his eye to watch, his might to stay, 
his ear to hearken to my need, 
the wisdom of my God to teach, 
his hand to guide, his shield to ward, 
the word of God to give me speech, 
his heavenly host to be my guard. 



Christ be with me, Christ within me, 
Christ behind me, Christ before me, 
Christ beside me, Christ to win me, 
Christ to comfort and restore me. 
Christ beneath me, Christ above me, 
Christ in quiet, Christ in danger, 
Christ in hearts of all that love me,  
Christ in mouth of friend and stranger.  
 
I bind unto myself the name, 
the strong name of the Trinity, 
by invocation of the same, 
the Three in One, and One in Three, 
of whom all nature hath creation, 
eternal Father, Spirit, Word. 
Praise to the Lord of my salvation: 
salvation is of Christ the Lord. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Communion Hymn #514      Jesus, Joy of Our Desiring 
 
Jesus, joy of our desiring, 
holy wisdom, love most bright; 
drawn by thee, our souls aspiring 
soar to uncreated light. 
Word of God, our flesh that fashioned, 
with the fire of life impassioned, 
striving still to truth unknown, 
soaring, dying round thy throne. 
 
Through the way where hope is guiding, 
hark, what peaceful music rings; 
where the flock, in thee confiding, 
drink of joy from deathless springs. 
Theirs is beauty's fairest pleasure; 
theirs is wisdom's holiest treasure. 
Thou dost ever lead thine own 
in the love of joys unknown. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Recessional Hymn #386     
When I Survey the Wondrous Cross 
 
When I survey the wondrous cross 
on which the Prince of glory died, 
my richest gain I count but loss, 
and pour contempt on all my pride. 
 
Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast, 
save in the cross of Christ, my God; 
all the vain things that charm me most, 
I sacrifice them to his blood. 
 
See, from his head, his hands, his feet, 
sorrow and love flow mingled down; 
did e'er such love and sorrow meet, 
or thorns compose so rich a crown? 
 
Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
that were a present far too small; 
love so amazing, so divine, 
demands my soul, my life, my all. 
 


