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Sacred Head, Now Wounded

by Brian Glyncannon
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------- How Deep the Father's Love for Us ( % € ¢hE @ H /FE ) —mmm

5 £ 5L

Words and Music by Stuart Townend, Arr. by Larry Shackley

How deep the Father’s love for us,
how vast beyond all measure that

He should give His only Son

to make a wretch His treasure.

How great the pain of searing loss.
The Father turns His face away

as wounds which mar the Chosen One
bring many sons to glory.

How high, how wide,
how deep the Father’s love for us.

Behold the Man upon a cross,

my sin upon His shoulders.
Ashamed I hear my mocking voice
call out among the scoffers.

It was my sin that held Him there
until it was accomplished; his dying
breath has brought me life.

I know that it is finished.

How pure, how strong,
how deep the Father’s love for us.

I will not boast in anything:

no gifts, no pow’r, no wisdom.

But I will boast in Jesus Christ:

His death and resurrection.

Why should I gain from His reward?
I cannot give an answer.

But this [ know with all my heart:
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His wounds have paid my ransom. B A chd b o
How high, how wide. PEE > RER o
How pure, how strong. mHMmE, pHBE
How deep the Father’s love for us. TR A NE P HEE o
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}EJ% 32 S --- Humble Cross ( % g % ) ---- — B L iEFT
Words by John Parker, Music by Joel Raney

Humble cross, standing still, L e R -
barren like Golgotha hill. Ldrd L - 7 E o
Where have all the faces gone ¥R AR R
that cursed Messiah as he hung? VRS g 3L A VR R 9
Cruel shouts, angry cries A fk et e 'F“ﬁi wd vk
hurled at Jesus as he d1§d. 3R F PR ik o
Only echoes now remain, TR h,J—r w2
. . . . . - Fl

hanging in the air like rain. %;b,g\# BZF P e Bk o
Where is the laughter? EBAURE 9
Where are the jeers? WA BATTR
Where are the mockers who FRAL & PR GRA AR R
brought his mother tears? R ;ﬁ A R E 9
Gone is the crown and AR I T
the spear for his side. ST RO FAEI SR
Empty and quiet, the place PRk B is 3 oF Ao
where Jesus died. BAE R S 3 o
Hear the insults and the lies; Rigd £ B il oinis
see the evil wait nearby. FRAE ;ﬁ T EFo
Feel the hatred all around. Bt B o o
Listen to the dreadful sound. BIRL A KB o
Where is the laughter? REAIRE ?
Where are the jeers? L L
Where are the mockers who PR {3 BR e,;ﬁ# ok
brought his mother tears? SRR A 2°
Gone is the crown and 7R 71?‘ g W
the spear for his side. % e ?5" Ao
Empty and quiet, the place PRk e 7 F o
where Jesus died. FdF g 3 4 e
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------------- He Looked Beyond My Fault (A2 A% 6993 J° ) ----mmmommmem- Hi§ & 2FTT
Tune: Londonderry Air, Words by Dottie Rambo, Arr. by Tom Fettke

Amazing grace shall always 2 s 3

be my song of praise; @ ﬂk,\ m@; s

for it was grace that bought my liberty. 2APGRANITL P Aenpd o
I do not know just why AFgUP g L PR

He came to love me so. FRRE A

He looked beyond my fault AZ AR I g J= o

and saw my need. el VB AR

I shall forever lift my eyes to Calvary, ARGRFP Y R
to view the cross where Jesus died for me. BLF PRk A S 4 et g o

How marvelous His grace that caught L SN S N

my weak and falling soul? T %1\”‘ AP Ak g A ?
He looked beyond my fault A AR I g J= o

and saw my deepest need. (e B UELE 7= g
Amazing grace shall always 2 B

be my song of praise; KR m’«ﬁ i

for it was grace that bought my liberty. PAPGRAIL B Aehp d o
I do not know just why FERUP G A L

He came to truly love me so. FEORE A

He looked beyond my fault A AR g = o

and saw my deepest need. g BN R PR & e

He looked beyond my fault AZ AR il Je o

and saw my deepest need. % -F—] A BRESNTE R o

Amazing grace. AL o
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