
267 – From East to West 
  
1. From east to west, from shore to shore, 
Let ev’ry heart awake and sing 
The Holy Child whom Mary bore, 
The Christ, the everlasting King. 
  
2. Behold, the world’s Creator wears 
The form and fashion of our frame; 
Our very flesh our Maker shares, 
To save a fallen world He came. 
  
3. For this how wondrously He wrought! 
A maiden, in her lowly place, 
Became, in ways beyond all thought, 
The chosen vessel of His grace. 
  
4. She bowed her to the angel’s word, 
Declaring what the Father willed, 
And suddenly the promised Lord 
That pure and hallowed temple filled. 
  
334/335 – O Sacred Head, Now Wounded 
  
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. Men mock and taunt and jeer Thee, 
Thou noble face of Christ; 
Though mighty worlds shall fear Thee, 
How art Thou now despised? 
How art Thou pale with anguish, 
With sore abuse and scorn! 
How doth Thy face now languish 
That once was bright as morn! 
  
4. 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, 
Vouchsafe to me Thy grace. 
  
6. What language shall I borrow 
To thank Thee, dearest Friend, 
For this, Thy dying sorrow, 
Thy pity without end? 
O make me Thine forever! 
And should I fainting be, 
Lord, let me never, never, 
Outlive my love for Thee. 
 
331 – A Lamb Goes Uncomplaining Forth 
  
1. A Lamb goes uncomplaining forth, 
The guilt of all men bearing; 
And laden with the sins of earth, 
None else the burden sharing! 
Goes patient on, grows weak and faint, 
To slaughter led without complaint, 
That spotless life to offer; 
Bears shame and stripes, and wounds and death, 
Anguish and mockery, and saith, 
“Willing all this I suffer.” 
  
5.  Lord, all my life I’ll cling to Thee, 
Thy love fore’er beholding, 
Thee ever, as Thou ever me, 
With loving arms enfolding. 
Yea, Thou shalt be my precious Light 
To guide me safe through death’s dark night, 
My heart in sorrow cheering; 
Henceforth myself and all I have 
To Thee, my Savior, e’er I’ll give, 
Into Thy cause all pouring. 
 
593 – On My Heart Imprint Thine Image 
  



On my heart imprint Thine image, 
Blessed Jesus, King of grace, 
That life’s riches, cares, and pleasures, 
Have no pow’r Thee to efface. 
This the superscription be: 
Jesus, crucified for me, 
Is my life, my hope’s foundation, 
And my glory and salvation. 
 


