
 

 

 

 

 

  



 

  



 

 

 

 

  



 

1 Jesus sinners doth receive; 

    Oh, may all this saying ponder 

Who in sin’s delusions live 

    And from God and heaven wander! 

Here is hope for all who grieve: 

Jesus sinners doth receive. 

 

2 We deserve but grief and shame, 

    Yet His words, rich grace revealing, 

Pardon, peace, and life proclaim; 

    Here our ills have perfect healing. 

Firmly in these words believe: 

Jesus sinners doth receive. 

 

3 Sheep that from the fold did stray 

    No true shepherd e’er forsaketh; 

Weary souls that lost their way 

    Christ, the Shepherd, gently taketh 

In His arms that they may live: 

Jesus sinners doth receive. 

 

4 I, a sinner, come to Thee 

    With a penitent confession. 

Savior, mercy show to me; 

    Grant for all my sins remission. 

Let these words my soul relieve: 

Jesus sinners doth receive. 

 

5 Oh, how blest it is to know: 

    Were as scarlet my transgression, 

It shall be as white as snow 

    By Thy blood and bitter passion; 

For these words I now believe: 

Jesus sinners doth receive. 

 

6 Now my conscience is at peace; 

    From the Law I stand acquitted. 

Christ hath purchased my release 

    And my ev’ry sin remitted. 

Naught remains my soul to grieve: 

Jesus sinners doth receive. 

 



7 Jesus sinners doth receive; 

    Also I have been forgiven; 

And when I this earth must leave, 

    I shall find an open heaven. 

Dying, still to Him I cleave: 

Jesus sinners doth receive. 
Text: Public domain 

 

 

  



 

  



 

  



 

  



 

  



 

  



 

1 I lay my sins on Jesus, 

    The spotless Lamb of God; 

He bears them all and frees us 

    From the accursèd load. 

I bring my guilt to Jesus 

    To wash my crimson stains 

Clean in His blood most precious 

    Till not a spot remains. 

 

2 I lay my wants on Jesus; 

    All fullness dwells in Him; 

He heals all my diseases; 

    My soul He does 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, 

    Immanuel, Christ, the Lord; 

Like fragrance on the breezes 

    His name abroad is poured. 
Text: Public domain 

 

 



 

 



 

  



 

  



 

620 Jesus Comes Today with Healing 
1 Jesus comes today with healing, 

Knocking at my door, appealing, 

    Off’ring pardon, grace, and peace. 

He Himself makes preparation, 

And I hear His invitation: 

    “Come and taste the blessèd feast.” 

 

2 Christ Himself, the priest presiding, 

Yet in bread and wine abiding 

    In this holy sacrament, 

Gives the bread of life, once broken, 

And the cup, the precious token 

    Of His sacred covenant. 

 

3 Under bread and wine, though lowly, 

I receive the Savior holy, 

    Blood and body, giv’n for me, 

Very Lamb of God from heaven, 

Who to bitter death was given, 

    Hung upon the cursèd tree. 

 

4 God descends with heav’nly power, 

Gives Himself to me this hour 

    In this ordinary sign. 

On my tongue His pledge receiving, 

I accept His grace, believing 

    That I taste His love divine. 

 

5 Let me praise God’s boundless favor, 

Whose own feast of love I savor, 



    Bidden by His gracious call. 

Wedding garments He provides me, 

With a robe of white He hides me, 

    Fits me for the royal hall. 

 

6 Now have I found consolation, 

Comfort in my tribulation, 

    Balm to heal the troubled soul. 

God, my shield from ev’ry terror, 

Cleanses me from sin and error, 

    Makes my wounded spirit whole. 
Text: © David W. Rogner. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License no. 110002320 

 

560 Drawn to the Cross, Which Thou Hast Blessed 
1 Drawn to the cross, which Thou hast blessed 

With healing gifts for souls distressed, 

To find in Thee my life, my rest, 

    Christ crucified, I come. 

 

2 Thou knowest all my griefs and fears, 

Thy grace abused, my misspent years; 

Yet now to Thee with contrite tears, 

    Christ crucified, I come. 

 

3 Wash me and take away each stain; 

Let nothing of my sin remain. 

For cleansing, though it be through pain, 

    Christ crucified, I come. 

 

4 And then for work to do for Thee, 

Which shall so sweet a service be 

That angels well might envy me, 

    Christ crucified, I come. 
Text: Public domain 

 

818 In Thee Is Gladness 
1 In Thee is gladness 

    Amid all sadness, 

Jesus, sunshine of my heart. 

    By Thee are given 

    The gifts of heaven, 

Thou the true Redeemer art. 

    Our souls Thou wakest, 

    Our bonds Thou breakest; 

    Who trusts Thee surely 

    Has built securely; 

He stands forever: Alleluia! 

    Our hearts are pining 



    To see Thy shining, 

    Dying or living 

    To Thee are cleaving; 

Naught can us sever: Alleluia! 

 

2 Since He is ours, 

    We fear no powers, 

Not of earth nor sin nor death. 

    He sees and blesses 

    In worst distresses; 

He can change them with a breath. 

    Wherefore the story 

    Tell of His glory 

    With hearts and voices; 

    All heav’n rejoices 

In Him forever: Alleluia! 

    We shout for gladness, 

    Triumph o’er sadness, 

    Love Him and praise Him 

    And still shall raise Him 

Glad hymns forever: Alleluia! 

 
Text: Public domain 

 

 

 

851 Lord of Glory, You Have Bought Us 
1 Lord of glory, You have bought us 

    With Your lifeblood as the price, 

Never grudging for the lost ones 

    That tremendous sacrifice; 

And with that have freely given 

    Blessings countless as the sand 

To the_unthankful and the evil 

    With Your own unsparing hand. 

 

2 Grant us hearts, dear Lord, to give You 

    Gladly, freely of Your own. 

With the sunshine of Your goodness 

    Melt our thankless hearts of stone 

Till our cold and selfish natures, 

    Warmed by You, at length believe 

That more happy and more blessèd 

    ’Tis to give than to receive. 

 

3 Wondrous honor You have given 

    To our humblest charity 

In Your own mysterious sentence, 



    “You have done it all to Me.” 

Can it be, O gracious Master, 

    That You deign for alms to sue, 

Saying by Your poor and needy, 

    “Give as I have giv’n to you”? 

 

4 Lord of glory, You have bought us 

    With Your lifeblood as the price, 

Never grudging for the lost ones 

    That tremendous sacrifice. 

Give us faith to trust You boldly, 

    Hope, to stay our souls on You; 

But, oh, best of all Your graces, 

    With Your love our love renew. 
Text: Public domain 

 
 

 
 

  



 

1 When peace, like a river, attendeth my way; 

    When sorrows, like sea billows, roll; 

Whatever my lot, Thou hast taught me to say, 

    It is well, it is well with my soul. Refrain 

 

ref It is well (It is well) 

with my soul, (with my soul), 

It is well, it is well with my soul. 

 

2 Though Satan should buffet, though trials should come, 

    Let this blest assurance control, 



That Christ hath regarded my helpless estate 

    And hath shed His own blood for my soul. Refrain 

 

3 He lives—oh, the bliss of this glorious thought; 

    My sin, not in part, but the whole, 

Is nailed to His cross, and I bear it no more. 

    Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, O my soul! Refrain 

 

4 And, Lord, haste the day when our faith shall be sight, 

    The clouds be rolled back as a scroll, 

The trumpet shall sound and the Lord shall descend; 

    Even so it is well with my soul. Refrain 

Text: Public domain 
 

 

 

 

  



 


