Scandal Of Grace



Christ, what have You done
Murdered for me on that cross
Accused in absence of wrong

My sin washed away In Your blood




Too much to make sense of it all
| know that Your love breaks my fall
The scandal of grace
You died in my place
So my soul will live




Oh to be like You
Give all | have just to know You
Jesus there's no-one beside You
-orever the hope In my heart




Death where Is your sting

Your power Is as dead as my sin
The cross has bought me to live
And mercy my heart now to sing




The day and its troubles shall come
| know that Your stren gth IS enough

The scandal of

grace

You died in my place
So my soul will live




And it's all because of You Jesus

t's all because of You Jesus

t's all because of Your love
That my soul will live




And Can It Be



And can it be that | should gain
An interest In the Saviour's precious blood
Died He for me who caused His pain
-or me who Him to death pursued
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e left His Father's throne above
So free so infinite His wondrous grace
-mptied Himself of all but love
And bled for Adam's helpless race




Long my imprisoned Spirit lay
-ast bound Iin sin and nature's mournful
night
Thine eye diffused a quickening ray
| woke the dungeon flamed with light

My chains fell off my heart was free
rose and followed thee
My chains fell off my heart was free
rose and followed thee




Taste And See
(Psalm 34)



| sought the Lord and He answered me
And delivered me from every fear
Those who look on Him are radiant
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ever be ashamed




This poor man cried and the Lord heard me
And saved me from my enemies
The Son of God surrounds His saints
e will deliver thenr
e will deliver thenr




Magnify the Lord with me
Come exalt His name together
Glorify the Lord with me
Come exalt His hame forever



O taste and see that the Lord is good
O blessed is he who hides in Him
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et us bless the Lord
—very day and night
Never ending praise
May our Incense rise




