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5. You give to me What on the tree

Was offered once for Adam and his children;
What for me died Is here supplied

To lift from my weak soul sin’s heavy burden.

6. Your blood most pure Is heaven’s cure
For all my falling and my conscience-terrors;
What here I taste, it has erased

Sin’s every single stain and all its errors.

7. How often I In weakness sigh
For strength that cannot come from me a mortal;
How often You Still spcak what'’s true

And show me in Your wounds Your heaven’s portal.

8. The blood you spilt Removes my guilt,
The body that You give me is salvation;
By faith I see You joined to me
To rescue me from death and condemnation.

9. Dear Paschal Lamb, You will not damn
The one who here in faith receives Your merit;
Washed in Your blood, God calls me good
And shows my soul the glory I'll inherit.

ro. Christ, give to me The will to see
That love for others is the greatest gladness;
And help me bear The cross and care

That often cloud our minds with so much sadness.

11. Lord, let me hide Where is supplied
The body at which death and hell must cower;
There let me feast Till sin has ceased
And in my weakness You reveal Your power.

12. My song I raise In thanks and praise
To Yo, my Lord and Brother, Friend and Savior;
Give faith and love, Until above

[ feast with all Your saints and You forever.
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