
"Jesus, I Will Ponder Now" 
by Sigismund v. Birken 
 
1. Jesus, I will ponder now 
On Thy holy Passion; 
With Thy Spirit me endow 
For such meditation. 
Grant that I in love and faith 
May the image cherish 
Of Thy suffering, pain, and death, 
That I may not perish. 
 
2. Make me see Thy great distress, 
Anguish, and affliction, 
Bonds and stripes and wretchedness 
And Thy crucifixion; 
Make me see how scourge and rod, 
Spear and nails, did wound Thee, 
How for man Thou diedst, O God, 
Who with thorns had crowned Thee. 
 
3.  Yet, O Lord, not thus alone 
Make me see Thy Passion, 
But its cause to me make known 
And its termination. 
Ah! I also and my sin 
Wrought Thy deep affliction; 
This indeed the cause hath been 
Of Thy crucifixion. 
 
4. Grant that I Thy Passion view 
With repentant grieving 
Nor Thee crucify anew 
By unholy living. 
How could I refuse to shun 
Every sinful pleasure 
Since for me God's only Son 
Suffered without measure? 
  



"When I Survey the Wondrous Cross" 
by Isaac Watts, 1674-1748 
 
1. When I survey the wondrous cross 
On which the Prince of glory died, 
My richest gain I count but loss 
And pour contempt on all my pride. 
 
2. Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast 
Save in the death of Christ, my God; 
All the vain things that harm me most, 
I sacrifice them to His blood. 
 
3. See, from His head, His hands, His feet, 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down. 
Did e'er such love and sorrow meet 
Or thorns compose so rich a crown? 
 
4. Were the whole realm of nature mine 
That were a tribute far too small; 
Love so amazing, so divine, 
Demands my soul, my life, my all. 
  



"Savior, When in Dust to Thee" 
by Robert Grant, 1779-1838 
 
1. Savior, when in dust to Thee 
Low we bow the adoring knee, 
When, repentant, to the skies 
Scarce we lift our weeping eyes, 
Oh, by all Thy pains and woe 
Suffered once for man below, 
Bending from Thy throne on high, 
Hear our solemn litany! 
 
2. By Thy helpless infant years, 
By Thy life of want and tears, 
By Thy days of sore distress 
In the savage wilderness, 
By the dread, mysterious hour 
Of the insulting Tempter's power, 
Turn, O turn, a favoring eye, 
Hear our solemn litany! 
 
3.By Thine hour of dire despair, 
By Thine agony of prayer, 
By the cross, the nail, the thorn, 
Piercing spear, and torturing scorn, 
By the gloom that veiled the skies 
O'er the dreadful sacrifice, 
Listen to our humble cry, 
Hear our solemn litany! 
 
4. By Thy deep expiring groan, 
By the sad sepulchral stone, 
By the vault whose dark abode 
Held in vain the rising God, 
Oh, from earth to heaven restored, 
Mighty, reascended Lord, 
Listen, listen, to the cry 
Of our solemn litany! 
  



 
"Go to Dark Gethsemane" 
by James Montgomery, 1771-1854 
 
1. Go to dark Gethsemane, 
Ye that feel the Tempter's power; 
Your Redeemer's conflict see, 
Watch with Him one bitter hour; 
Turn not from His griefs away, 
Learn of Jesus Christ to pray. 
 
2. Follow to the judgment-hall, 
View the Lord of life arraigned; 
Oh, the wormwood and the gall! 
Oh, the pangs His soul sustained! 
Shun not suffering, shame, or loss; 
Learn of Him to bear the cross. 
 
3. Calvary's mournful mountain climb; 
There, adoring at His feet, 
Mark that miracle of time, 
God's own sacrifice complete. 
"It is finished!" bear Him cry; 
Learn of Jesus Christ to die. 
 
4. Early hasten to the tomb 
Where they laid His breathless clay; 
All is solitude and gloom,-- 
Who hath taken Him away? 
Christ is risen! He meets our eyes. 
Savior, teach us so to rise. 
 


