
LHS 67 
 
1 And can it be, that I should gain 
An interest in the Saviour’s blood? 
Died He for me, who caused His pain - 
For me, who Him to death pursued? 
Amazing love! how can it be 
That Thou, my God, shouldst die for me? 
 
2 'Tis mystery all! The Immortal dies: 
Who can explore His strange design? 
In vain the first-born seraph tries 
To sound the depths of love divine. 
'Tis mercy all! let earth adore, 
Let angel minds inquire no more. 
 
3 He left His Father’s throne above - 
So free, so infinite His grace - 
Emptied Himself of all but love, 
And bled for Adam’s helpless race: 
'Tis mercy all, immense and free; 
For, O my God, it found out me! 
 
4 No condemnation now I dread: 
Jesus, and all in Him, is mine! 
Alive in Him, my living head, 
And clothed in righteousness divine, 
Bold I approach the eternal throne, 
And claim the crown, through Christ my own. 
 
Charles Wesley (1707-1788) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

LHS 62 
 
1 My song is love unknown, 
My Saviour’s love to me, 
Love to the loveless shown, 
That they might lovely be. 
O who am I, 
That for my sake 
My Lord should take 
Frail flesh, and die? 
 
2 He came from His blest throne, 
Salvation to bestow; 
But men made strange, and none 
The longed-for Christ would know. 
But O, my friend, 
My friend indeed, 
Who at my need 
His life did spend! 
 
3 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. 
 
4 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 suffering goes, 
That He His foes 
From thence might free. 
 
5 Here might I 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. 
 
Samuel Crossman (1624-1683) 
 


