


Songs of the Cross



 
Hosanna, loud hosanna – 130 

 
Hosanna, loud hosanna,  
the little children sang; 

Thro’ pillared court and temple,  
the lovely anthem rang. 

To Jesus, who had blessed them,  
close folded to His breast, 

The children sang their praises,  
the simplest and the best. 

 
From Olivet they followed  
among the joyful crowd; 

The vict’ry palm branch waving,  
with praises clear and loud. 

The Lord of earth and heaven  
rode on in lowly state, 

Nor scorned that little children  
should on His biding wait. 

 
“Hosanna in the highest!”  
that ancient song we sing; 
For Christ is our Redeemer,  
the Lord of heav’n, our King. 
O may we ever praise Him  

with heart and life and voice, 
And in His blissful presence  

eternally rejoice. 
 
 
 
 

 
Christ Our Hope in Life and Death 

 
What is our hope in life and death?  

Christ alone, Christ alone. 
What is our only confidence?  
That our souls to Him belong. 

Who holds our days within His hand? 
What comes, apart from His command? 

And what will keep us to the end? 
The love of Christ, in which we stand. 

 
O sing hallelujah! 

Our hope springs eternal. 
O sing hallelujah! 

Now and ever we confess: 
Christ our hope in life and death. 

 
What truth can calm the troubled soul? 

God is good, God is good. 
Where is His grace and goodness known? 

In our great Redeemer's blood. 
Who holds our faith when fears arise? 

Who stands above the stormy trial? 
Who sends the waves that bring us nigh 

Unto the shore, the rock of Christ? 
 

O sing hallelujah! 
Our hope springs eternal. 

O sing hallelujah! 
Now and ever we confess: 

Christ our hope in life and death. 
 

 
 
 

Unto the grave, what will we sing? 
"Christ, He lives; Christ, He lives!" 

And what reward will heaven bring? 
Everlasting life with Him. 

There we will rise to meet the Lord, 
Then sin and death will be destroyed, 

And we will feast in endless joy, 
When Christ is ours forevermore. 

 
O sing hallelujah! 

Our hope springs eternal. 
O sing hallelujah! 

Now and ever we confess: 
Christ our hope in life and death. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Worship Song Lyrics 



 
 

There is a Fountain – 142 
 

There is a fountain filled with blood 
Drawn from Immanuel’s veins; 

And sinners, plunged beneath that flood, 
Lose all their guilty stains: 
Lose all their guilty stains, 
Lose all their guilty stains; 

And sinners, plunged beneath that flood, 
Lose all their guilty stains. 

 
The dying thief rejoiced to see 

That fountain in His day; 
And there may I, though vile as he, 

Wash all my sins away: 
Wash all my sins away, 
Wash all my sins away; 

And there may I, though vile as he, 
Wash all my sins away. 

 
Dear dying Lamb, Thy precious blood 

Shall never lose its pow’r 
Till all the ransomed church of God 

Be saved, to sin no more: 
Be saved, to sin no more, 
Be saved, to sin no more; 

Till all the ransomed church of God 
Be saved to sin no more. 

 
 
 
 

 
 

E’er since by faith I saw the stream 
Thy flowing wounds supply, 

Redeeming love has been my theme, 
And shall be till I die: 
And shall be till I die, 
And shall be till I die; 

Redeeming love has been my theme, 
And shall be till I die. 

 
 
 

Jesus Paid it All – 134 
 

I hear the Savior say,  
“Thy strength indeed is small, 

Child of weakness, watch and pray,  
Find in Me thine 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 indeed I find  

Thy pow’r, and Thine alone, 
Can change the leper’s spots  
And melt the heart of stone 

 
Jesus paid it all, all to Him I owe; 

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

 
 

 
 

For nothing good have I  
Whereby Thy grace to claim; 
I’ll wash my garments white 

In the blood of Calv’ry’s Lamb. 
 

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

 
And when, before the throne,  

I stand in Him complete, 
“Jesus died, my soul to save,”  

My lips shall still repeat. 
 

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


