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A Hlymn fot Good Priday.

J ' sa-cred fenad, iiow - wvouei-ed, With grief and slhain ei i

No ccziifz -__-ur--oud -cd WtitotiT eo - ly

due -1-1-Z 2-

-a cred Head, what gi1 y, wliat iltIli now w&S Thui,

Yet, thcaugh des - pis'dl and go -ry, I joy to eall Thes mine.

2 Wi.zt Thou, mny Lord, hast suffered
Was ail for sinnors.,' gain:

Mino, mine wvas the transgression,
But 'naine tlue deadiy pain:

Lo, bore 1 !aii, n'y Saviour t
'Tis 1, denervo Thy place;

Look ounime with Thy faveur,
Vouceafe te me Thy graco.

3 What language shail I botrow
To thani Vice, dearest Filend,

For thîs, Thy dyinçg serrow,
Tliy pitywithout cnd?e

O make me Thine for ever;
Antd shinuld 1 fainting bc,

Lord, let me nover, nover,
Outlive my love to Thee.

4 Be near me wvhen l'in dylng,
O shiow ''hy croz.s to me;

And, for ray succour flylii,
Corne, Lord, and set nio f roc

Thiese oye.q, newv f.iith receiving,
Frono Jesuq bliaii flot move;

For ho fflio, dies believing,
Dies salely, throughi Thy love.
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