Communion Hymns for March 8-9, 2025

LSB 544 O Love, How Deep
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10 love, how deep, how broad, how high,
2 He sent no an - gel to our race,
3 For us bap - tized, for us He bore
4 For us He prayed; for us He taught;
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Be - yond all thought and fan - ta - sy,
Of high - er or of low - er place,
His ho - ly fast and hun - gered sore;
For us His dai - ly works He wrought,
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That God, the Son of God, should take
But wore the robe of hu - man frame,
For us temp - ta - tion sharp He knew;
By  words and  signs and ac - tions thus
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Our mor - tal form for mor - tals’ sake!
And to this world Him - self He came.
For us the tempt - er o - ver -  threw.
Still  seek - ing not Him - self but us.

5 For us by wickedness betrayed,

For us, in crown of thorns arrayed,

He bore the shameful cross and death:

For us He gave His dying breath.

é For us He rose from death again;

For us He went on high to reign;
For us He sent His Spirit here

To guide, to strengthen, and to cheer.
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A 7 All glory to our Lord and God
For love so deep, so high, so broad;
The Trinity whom we adore
Forever and forevermore.

LSB 424 O Christ, You Walked the Road
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1 O  Christ, You walked the road Our wan-d’ring feet must go.
2 No bread of earth a-lone Can fill our hun-g’ring hearts.
3 No blind-ing sign we ask, No  won - der from a - bove.
4 When lures of eas - y gain With prom - ise bright - ly  shine,
5 O  Christ, You walked the road Our wan-d’ring feet must  go.
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You faced with us

temp - ta-tion’s pow’r And fought our

an - cient foe.

Lord, help us seek Your liv -ing Word, The food Your grace im -parts.

Lord, help us place

our ftrust

a - lone In Your

un-swerv-ing love.

Lord, help us seek Your king-dom first; Our wills with Yours a - lign.

Stay with us through temp - ta - tion’s hour To

fight

our an - cient foe.



LSB 420 Christ, the Life of All the Living
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1 Christ, the life of all the liv - ing, Christ, the death of
2 Thou, ah! Thou, hast tak - en on Thee Bonds and stripes, a
3 Thou hast borne the smit-ing on - ly That my wounds might
4 Heart -less scof - fers did sur-round Thee, Treat - ing Thee  with

h H Il
A — _—
& | e — = = - o o
death, our foe, Who, Thy - self for me once giv - ing
cru - el rod; Pain and scorn were heaped up - on  Thee,
all be whole; Thou hast suf - fered, sad and Ilone - ly,
shame-ful scorn And with pierc - ing thorns they crowned Thee.
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To the dark - est depths of woe: Through Thy suf - f’rings,
O Thou sin - less Son of God! Thus didst Thou my

Rest to give my wea - ry soul;  Yea, the curse of
All  dis - grace Thou, Lord, hast borne, That as Thine Thou
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death, and mer - it I e - ter - nal life in - her - it.
soul de - liv - er From the bonds of sin for - ev - er
God en - dur - ing, Bless-ing un - to me se - cur - ing.
might - est own me And with heav’'n - ly glo - ry crown me.
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Thou-sand, thou-sand thanksshall be, Dear-est Je - sus, un-to Thee.
Thou-sand, thou-sand thanksshall be, Dear-est Je - sus, un-to Thee.
Thou-sand, thou-sand thanksshall be, Dear-est Je - sus, un-to Thee.
Thou-sand, thou-sand thanksshall be, Dear-est Je - sus, un-to Thee.
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Thou hast suffered men to bruise Thee,
That from pain | might be free;

Falsely did Thy foes accuse Thee:
Thence | gain security;

Comfortless Thy soul did languish

Me to comfort in my anguish.
Thousand, thousand thanks shall be,
Dearest Jesus, unto Thee.

Thou hast suffered great affliction
And hast borne it patiently,
Even death by crucifixion,
Fully to atone for me;
Thou didst choose to be tormented
That my doom should be prevented.
Thousand, thousand thanks shall be,
Dearest Jesus, unto Thee.

Then, for all that wrought my pardon,
For Thy sorrows deep and sore,
For Thine anguish in the Garden,
| will thank Thee evermore,
Thank Thee for Thy groaning, sighing,
For Thy bleeding and Thy dying,
For that last triumphant cry,
And shall praise Thee, Lord, on high.



