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#420 At the Lamb’s High Feast We Sing 
Used by permission. CCLI License #3258262 

At the Lamb’s high feast we sing praise to our victorious King, 
Who has washed us in the tide flow ing from his pierced side; 

Praise we him whose love divine gives his sacred blood for wine, 
Gives his body for the feast, Christ the victim, Christ the priest. 

Where the paschal blood is poured, death’s dark angel sheathes his sword; 
Israel’s hosts triumphant go through the wave that drowns the foe. 

Praise we Christ, whose blood was shed, paschal victim, paschal bread; 
With sincerity and love eat we manna from above. 

Mighty victim from the sky, pow’rs of hell beneath thee lie; 
Death is conquered in the fight, thou hast brought us life and light: 

Hymns of glory and of praise, risen Lord, to thee we raise; 
Holy Father, praise to thee, with the Spirit, ever be.

#164 O for a Thousand Tongues to Sing 
Used by permission. CCLI License #3258262 

O for a thousand tongues to sing my great Redeemer’s praise, 
The glories of my God and King, the triumphs of his grace. 

My gracious Master and my God, assist me to proclaim, 
To spread through all the earth abroad the honors of thy name. 

Jesus, the name that charms our fears, that bids our sorrows cease; 
’Tis music in the sinner’s ears, ’tis life and health and peace. 

He breaks the pow’r of reigning sin, he sets the pris’ner free; 
His blood can make the foulest clean, his blood availed for me. 

He speaks and, list’ning to his voice, new life the dead receive; 
The mournful, broken hearts rejoice; the humble poor believe. 

Hear him, ye deaf; his praise, ye dumb, your loosen’d tongues employ; 
Ye blind, behold your Savior come, and leap, ye lame, for joy.



#309 Jesus Paid It All 
Used by permission. CCLI License #3258262 

I hear the Savior say, “Your strength indeed is small, 
Child of weakness, watch and pray; Find in Me your all in all.” 

Jesus paid it all; All to Him I owe. 
Sin had left a crimson stain; He washed it white as snow. 

Lord, now in deed I find Your pow’r, and Yours alone 
Can change the leper’s spots And melt the heart of stone. 

Repeat Chorus 

For nothing good have I whereby Your grace to claim; 
I’ll  wash my garments white in the blood of Calv’ry’s Lamb. 

Repeat Chorus 

And when, before the throne, I stand in Him complete, 
“Jesus died my soul to save,” my lips shall still repeat. 

Repeat Chorus 

Sin had left a crimson stain; He washed it white as snow. 
He washed it white as snow. He washed it white as snow.

Come, Behold the Wondrous Mystery 
Used by permission. CCLI License #3258262 

Come, behold the wondrous myst’ry, in the dawning of the King; 
He the theme of heaven’s praises, robed in frail humanity. 

In our longing, in our darkness, now the light of life has come; 
Look to Christ, who condescended, Took on flesh to ransom us. 

Come, behold the wondrous myst’ry, He the perfect Son of Man; 
In His living, in His suff ’ring, never trace nor stain of sin. 

See the true and better Adam, come to save the hell-bound man; 
Christ, the great and sure fulfillment of the law, in Him we stand. 

Come, behold the wondrous myst’ry, Christ the Lord upon the tree, 
In the stead of ruined sinners, hangs the Lamb in victory. 

See the price of our redemption, see the Father’s plan unfold; 
Bringing many sons to glory, grace unmeasured, love untold.  

Come, behold the wondrous myst’ry, slain by death the God of life; 
But no grave could e’er restrain Him, praise the Lord, He is alive! 

What a foretaste of deliv’rance, how unwavering our hope; 
Christ in power resurrected, as we will be, when He comes. 

Come, behold the wondrous myst’ry, slain by death the God of life; 
But no grave could e’er restrain Him, praise the Lord, He is alive! 


