
Meditation: the hymns of Holy Week 

As we sing each hymn, reflect: 
• What is the Holy Spirit speaking to your heart?  Specifically, is there anything that speaks to you differently after 

this year’s Lenten journey? 
• How does the text relate to the themes of the day/week? 

We will take a few moments of silence for contemplation at the end of each hymn, then discuss. 

1. Palm/Passion Sunday 
o All Glory, Laud and Honor – LSB 442 
o My Song Is Love Unknown – LSB 430
1. My song is love unknown, 
my Savior’s love to me, 
love to the loveless shown 
that they might lovely be. 
Oh, 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, oh, 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. Why, what hath my lord done? 
What makes this rage and spite? 
He made the lame to run, 

He gave the blind their sight. 
Sweet injuries! And they at these 
Themselves displease and ‘gainst Him rise. 

5. 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 suff’ring goes 
that He his foes from thence might free. 

6. In life, no house, no home 
My Lord on earth might have; 
In death, no friendly tomb, 
but what a stranger gave. 
What may I say? Heav’n was his home, 
but mine the tomb wherein he lay. 

7. 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. 

o The Infant Priest Was Holy Born – LSB 624 
o No Tramp of Soldiers’ Marching Feet – LSB 444 
o Ride On, Ride On in Majesty – LSB 441 

2. Maundy Thursday 
o Ubi Caritas et Amor – WOV 665 (Where true charity and love abide, God is dwelling there.) 
o Jesus, Greatest at the Table – LSB 446 
o When You Woke that Thursday Morning – LSB 445 
1. When you woke that Thursday morning,  
Savior, teacher, faithful friend,  
Thoughts of self and safety scorning,  
Knowing how the day would end;  
Lamb of God, foretold for ages,  
Now at last the hour had come  
When but One could pay sin’s wages: 
You assumed their dreadful sum. 

2. Never so alone and lonely,  
Longing with tormented heart  
To be with Your dear ones only  
For a quiet hour apart:  
Sinless Lamb and fallen creature,  
One last paschal meal to eat,  
One last lesson as their teacher,  
Washing your disciples’ feet. 
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3. What was there that You could give them  
That would never be outspent,  
What great gift that would outlive them,  
What last will and testament?  
“Show Me and the world you love Me,  
Know Me as the Lamb of God:  
Do this in remembrance of Me,  
Eat this body, drink this blood.” 

4. One in faith, in love united,  
All one body, You the head,  
When we meet, by You invited,  
You are with us, as you said.  

One with You and one another  
In a unity sublime,  
See in us Your sister, brother,  
One in ev’ry place and time. 

5. One day all the Church will capture  
That bright vision glorious,  
And Your saints will know the rapture  
That Your heart desired for us,  
When the longed-for peace and union  
Of the Greatest and the least  
Meet in joyous, blest communion  
In your never-ending feast. 

o Go to Dark Gethsemane – LSB 436 
1. Go to dark Gethsemane, 
You who feel the tempter's pow'r; 
Your Redeemer's conflict see; 
Watch with Him one bitter hour; 
Turn not from His griefs away; 
Learn of Jesus Christ to pray. 

2. Follow to the judgment hall; 
View the Lord of life arraigned; 
O the worm-wood and the gall! 
O the pangs His soul sustained! 
Shun not suff'ring, shame, or loss; 
Learn of Him to bear the cross. 

3. Calv'ry's mournful mountain climb 
There' adoring at His feet, 
Mark the miracle of time, 
God's own sacrifice complete: 
"It is finished!" Hear the cry; 
Learn of Jesus Christ to die. 

4. Early hasten to the tomb 
Where they laid his breathless clay; 
All is solitude and gloom; 
Who hath taken Him away? 
Christ is ris'n! He meets our eyes: 
Savior, teach us so to rise.

3. Good Friday 
o The Wonderful Cross (When I Survey) 
o O Sacred Head, Now Wounded – LSB 449 
1. O sacred Head, now wounded, 
with grief and shame weighed down, 
now scornfully surrounded 
with thorns, thine only crown! 
O sacred Head, what glory, 
what bliss till now was thine! 
Yet, though despised and gory, 
I joy to call thee mine. 

2. What thou, my Lord, hast 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, 
and grant to me thy grace. 

3. What language shall I borrow 
to thank thee, dearest Friend, 
for this, thy dying sorrow, 
thy pity without end? 
Oh, make me thine forever, 
and should I fainting be, 
Lord, let me never, never 
outlive my love for thee. 

4. Be Thou my consolation, 
my shield, when I must die; 
remind me of Thy passion 
when my last hour draws nigh. 
Mine eyes shall then behold Thee, 
upon Thy cross shall dwell, 
My heart by faith enfold Thee. 
Who dieth thus dies well. 
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o Stricken, Smitten, and Afflicted – LSB 451 
o Ah, Holy Jesus – LBW 123 
1. Ah, holy Jesus, how hast thou offended,  
that man to judge thee hath 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.  

3. Lo, the Good Shepherd for the sheep is offered;  
the slave hath sinned, and the Son hath suffered.  

For man’s atonement, while we nothing heedeth,  
God intercedeth.  

4. For me, kind Jesus, was thine incarnation,  
thy mortal sorrow, and thy life's oblation;  
thy death of anguish and thy bitter passion,  
for my salvation.  

5. Therefore, kind Jesus, since I cannot pay thee,  
I do adore thee, and will ever pray thee,  
think on thy pity and thy love unswerving,  
not my deserving. 

 

o Sing, My Tongue – LSB 454 
1. Sing, my tongue, the glorious battle, 
sing the ending of the fray, 
o'er the cross, the victor's trophy, 
sound the loud triumphant lay: 
tell how Christ, the world's Redeemer, 
as a victim won the day. 

2. God in pity saw man fallen, 
shamed and sunk in misery, 
when he fell on death by tasting 
fruit of the forbidden tree: 
then another tree was chosen 
which the world from death should free. 

3. Therefore when the appointed fullness 
of the holy time was come, 
he was sent who maketh all things 

forth from God's eternal home: 
thus he came to earth, incarnate, 
offspring of a maiden's womb. 

4. Thirty years among us dwelling, 
now at length his hour fulfilled, 
born for this, he meets his Passion, 
for that this he freely willed, 
on the cross the Lamb is lifted, 
where his life-blood shall be spilled. 

5. To the Trinity be glory, 
to the Father and the Son, 
with the co-eternal Spirit, 
ever Three and ever One, 
one in love and one in splendour, 
while unending ages run. Amen. 

 


