
239 – I Lay My Sins on Jesus 
  
1. I lay my sins on Jesus, 
The spotless Lamb of God; 
He bears them all and frees us 
From the accursed load. 
I bring my guilt to Jesus 
To wash my crimson stains 
White in His blood most precious 
Till not a spot remains. 
  
2. I lay my wants on Jesus, 
All fullness dwells in Him; 
He healeth my diseases, 
He doth my soul redeem. 
I lay my griefs on Jesus, 
My burdens and my cares; 
He from them all releases, 
He all my sorrows shares. 
  
3. I rest my soul on Jesus, 
This weary soul of mine; 
His right hand me embraces, 
I on His breast recline. 
I love the name of Jesus, 
“God with us,” Christ, the Lord; 
Like fragrance on the breezes 
His name abroad is poured. 
  
4. I long to be like Jesus, 
Meek, loving, lowly, mild; 
I long to be like Jesus, 
The Father’s holy Child. 
I long to be with Jesus 
Amid the heav’nly throng 
To sing with saints His praises, 
To learn the angels’ song. 
 
374 – If Thy Beloved Son, O God 
  
1. If Thy beloved Son, O God, 
Had not to earth descended 
And in our mortal flesh and blood 
Had not sin’s power ended, 

Then this poor, wretched soul of mine 
In hell eternally would pine 
Because of its transgression. 
  
2. But now I find sweet peace and rest; 
Despair no more reigns o’er me. 
No more am I by sin oppressed, 
For Christ has borne sin for me. 
Upon the cross for me He died 
That, reconciled, I might abide 
With Thee, my God, forever. 
  
3. I trust in Him with all my heart; 
Now all my sorrow ceases. 
His words abiding peace impart; 
His blood from guilt releases. 
Free grace through Him I now obtain; 
He washes me from ev’ry stain, 
And pure I stand before Him. 
  
4. All righteousness by works is vain; 
The law brings condemnation. 
True righteousness by faith I gain; 
Christ’s work is my salvation. 
His death, that perfect sacrifice, 
Has paid the all-sufficient price; 
In Him my hope is anchored. 
  
5. My guilt, O Father, Thou hast laid 
On Christ, Thy Son, my Savior. 
Lord Jesus, Thou my debt hast paid 
And gained for me God’s favor. 
O Holy Ghost, Thou Fount of grace, 
The good in me to Thee I trace; 
In faith do Thou preserve me. 
 
320 – Lord Jesus Christ, You Have Bestowed 
  
1. Lord Jesus Christ, You have bestowed 
For our weak souls’ true feeding 
This Meal, Your body and Your blood, 
To it as guests us bidding. 
We, pressed with sin’s load burdensome, 
Thus as Your chosen guests here come 



And seek Your help and counsel. 
  
2. Though visibly from earth You’ve gone, 
Already now ascended, 
And here to us remain unseen 
Till this brief time is ended, 
Until the Judgment shall begin 
When we will stand before Your throne 
And joyfully behold You. 
  
3. Still You are here, as says Your Word, 
With us, Your congregation, 
With now Your flesh and bones, O Lord, 
Not bound to one location. 
Your Word stands as a tower sure, 
None can o’erthrow its truth secure, 
Be he most shrewd and subtle. 
  
4. “This is My body,” thus You say, 
“Eat orally, so take Me; 
All drink My blood; by you I stay, 
And you shall not forsake Me.” 
Thus You have spoken, so ’tis true; 
Naught is impossible with You, 
For You, Lord, are almighty. 
  
5. And though my mind here does not see 
How in so many places 
Your body at one time can be, 
Yet faith Your Word embraces. 
I leave to You how this can be, 
Your Word, O Lord, suffices me; 
Faith stands upon it solely. 
  
6. Lord, I believe, dear Lord, I trust; 
Help for faith’s weakness give me! 
See, I but ashes am and dust; 
Ne’er of Your Word deprive me! 
Your Baptism, Supper, and Your Word 
My comfort here below afford; 
Here lies my heart’s true treasure. 
  
7. O help, Lord, that we worthily 
Go to Your holy Table, 

Our sins lamenting heartily, 
And with Your merits noble 
And Your great kindness us refresh; 
Then surely e’er we’ll strive afresh 
Thereby our life to better. 
  
8. Lord Christ, to You be highest praise 
For this blest Supper given! 
While ’gainst it men bold falsehood raise, 
Keep it for us from heaven! 
Help that Your body and Your blood 
May be my soul’s consoling food 
In my last moments! Amen. 
  
240 – Jesus Refuge of the Weary 
  
1. Jesus, Refuge of the weary, 
Blest Redeemer, whom we love, 
Fountain in life’s desert dreary, 
Savior from the world above, 
O how oft Thine eyes, offended, 
Gaze upon the sinner’s fall! 
Yet, upon the cross extended, 
Thou didst bear the pain of all. 
  
2. Do we pass that cross unheeding, 
Breathing no repentant vow, 
Though we see Thee wounded, bleeding, 
See Thy thorn-encircled brow? 
Yet Thy sinless death hath brought us 
Life eternal, peace, and rest; 
Only what Thy grace hath taught us 
Calms the sinner’s stormy breast. 
  
3. Jesus, may our hearts be burning 
With more fervent love for Thee! 
May our eyes be ever turning 
To Thy cross of agony, 
Till in glory, parted never 
From the blessed Savior’s side, 
Graven in our hearts forever 
Dwell the cross, the Crucified! 
  
 


