And Can it Be? s
Vs1 And can it be that I should gain
An interest in the Saviour's blood?
Died He for me, who caused His pain?
For me, who Him to death pursued?
Amazing love! How can it be that Thou, My God, shouldst die for me?
Amazing love! How can it be that Thou, My God, shouldst die for me?

Vs2 He left His Father's throne above,
So free, so infinite His grace!
Emptied Himself of all but love,
And bled for Adam's helpless race.
'Tis mercy all, immense and free; for, O my God, it found out me!
'Tis mercy all, immense and free; for, O my God, it found out me!

Vs3 Long my imprisoned spirit lay,

Fast bound in sin and nature's night.
Thine eye diffused a quickening ray.

I woke; the dungeon flamed with light!
My chains fell off; my heart was free.

I rose, went forth, and followed Thee.
My chains fell off; my heart was free.

I rose, went forth, and followed Thee.

Vs4 No condemnation now I dread;
Jesus, and all in Him, is mine!
Alive in Him, my living Head,
And clothed in righteousness divine,
Bold I approach the eternal throne,
And claim the crown, through Christ, my own.
Bold I approach the eternal throne,

And claim the crown, through Christ, my own.
words by Charles Wesley 1738, music by Thomas Campbell 1825 - Public Domain



Jesus Paid it All >
Vs1] hear the Savior say;
“Thy strength indeed is small.
Child of weakness, watch and pray.
Find in Me thine All in All.”

Jesus paid it all; all to Him I owe.

Sin had left a crimson stain;
He washed it white as snow.

Vs2| ord, now indeed I find
Thy power, and Thine alone,
Can change the leper’s spots,
And melt the heart of stone.

Jesus paid it all; all to Him I owe.

Sin had left a crimson stain;
He washed it white as snow.

Vs 3 For nothing good have I
Whereby Thy grace to claim;
I'll wash my garments white
In the blood of Calvary’s Lamb.

Jesus paid it all; all to Him I owe.

Sin had left a crimson stain;
He washed it white as snow.

Vs4 And when before the throne
I stand in Him complete,
“Jesus died my soul to save,”
My lips shall still repeat.

Jesus paid it all; all to Him I owe.

Sin had left a crimson stain;

He washed it white as snow.
Words by Elvina M Hall, 1865 — Music by John T Grape, 1868
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