
Friday, 2 April 2021—Good Friday Service 
Leader Item Details 
Stuart Welcome and Introduction 
Stuart Scripture Reading Luke 23:26–43 
Stuart Prayer 
Edwin Song See, the Destined Day Arise (3 verses) 
Edwin Song Depth of Mercy (2 verses) 
Stuart Scripture Reading Luke 23:44–56 
Edwin Song No Wrath Left for Me (4 verses) 
Anton Sermon Psalm 88:1–18 
Edwin Song His Robes for Mine (4 verses) 
Anton Closing  
 

SEE THE DESTINED DAY ARISE 
1 See the destined day arise! See a willing sacrifice! 
Jesus, to redeem our loss, hangs upon the shameful cross; 
Jesus, who but you could bear wrath so great and justice fair? 
Every pang and bitter throe, finishing your life of woe? 
  Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Lamb of God for sinners slain! 
  Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Jesus Christ, we praise your name! 
 

2 Who but Christ had dared to drain, steeped in gall, the cup of pain, 
and with tender body bear thorns and nails and piercing spear? 
Slain for us, the water flowed, mingled from your side with blood; 
sign to all attesting eyes of the finished sacrifice. 
 

3 Holy Jesus, grant us grace in that sacrifice to place 
all our trust for life renewed, pardoned sin, and promised good. 
Grant us grace to sing your praise, ’round your throne through endless days, 
ever with the sons of light: “Blessing, honour, glory, might!” 

============================================ 
DEPTH OF MERCY 

1 Depth of mercy, can there be mercy reaching even me? 
God the just, his wrath forbears; me, the chief of sinners spares. 
So many times my heart has strayed from his kind and perfect ways, 
making clear my desperate need for his blood poured out for me. 
 

2 Give me grace, Lord, let me own all the wrongs that I have done. 
Let me now my sins deplore, look to you and sin no more. 
There for me the Saviour stands, holding forth his wounded hands; 
scars which even cry for me, once condemned, but now set free. 

============================================ 

NO WRATH LEFT FOR ME 
1 Before the King whom seraphs praise I stand condemned by evil ways. 
His law demands unfailing right and on my guilt shines flawless light. 
O, wretched thought that shatters me: My sin has broken God’s decree! 
 

2 The perfect Judge unstained by sin stores up his wrath for guilty men. 
My rebel heart makes me an heir of punishment I cannot bear. 
O, dreadful thought that crushes me: My sin makes me God’s enemy! 
 

3 The Father cursed his spotless Son for wicked deeds that I have done, 
and lavishly he counts as mine the righteousness of Christ divine. 
O, grace-filled thought that staggers me: Christ took my sin and set me free! 
 

4 My God poured out his vengeance great like floods released with crushing weight, 
but Jesus drank that fury dry and now God’s wrath is satisfied. 
O, glorious thought—how can it be?—my King has no wrath left for me! 

============================================ 
HIS ROBES FOR MINE 

1 His robes for mine: O wonderful exchange! 
Clothed in my sin, Christ suffered ‘neath God’s rage; 
draped in his righteousness, I’m justified; 
in Christ I live, for in my place he died. 
  I cling to Christ and marvel at the cost: 
  Jesus forsaken, God estranged from God. 
  Bought by such love, my life is not my own: 
  My praise, my all, shall be for Christ alone. 
 

2 His robes for mine: What cause have I for dread? 
God’s daunting law Christ mastered in my stead. 
Faultless I stand, with righteous works not mine, 
saved by my Lord’s vicarious death and life. 
 

3 His robes for mine: God’s justice is appeased. 
Jesus is crushed, and thus the Father’s pleased.; 
Christ drank God’s wrath on sin, then cried, “’Tis done!” 
Sin’s wage is paid, propitiation done. 
 

4 His robes for mine: Such anguish none can know; 
Christ, God’s beloved, condemned as though his foe. 
He, as though I, accursed and left alone; 
I, as though he, embraced and welcomed home! 

============================================ 

 
  



Sunday, 4 April 2021—Easter Sunday Service 
Leader Item Details 
Anton Welcome and Announcements 
Anton Call to Worship and Invocation Psalm 65 
Anton Scripture Reading Luke 24:1–12 
Edwin Song His Mercy is More (3 Verses) 
Edwin Song My Worth is Not in What I Own (3 verses) 
Stuart Pastoral and Confessional Prayer 
Stuart Assurance of Forgiveness 
Nathan Song Jesus, I My Cross Have Taken (5 verses) 
Stuart Sermon Psalm 89:1–52 
Stuart Song Glorious Day (4 verses) 
Stuart Closing  
 

HIS MERCY IS MORE 
1 What love could remember no wrongs we have done? 
Omniscient, all knowing, he counts not their sum— 
thrown into a sea without bottom or shore: 
Our sins they are many, his mercy is more. 
  Praise the Lord, his mercy is more— 
  stronger than darkness, new every morn, 
  our sins they are many, his mercy is more. 
 

2 What patience would wait as we constantly roam, 
what Father, so tender, is calling us home, 
he welcomes the weakest, the vilest, the poor: 
Our sins they are many, his mercy is more. 
 

3 What riches of kindness he lavished on us: 
His blood was the payment, his life was the cost; 
we stood ’neath a debt we could never afford: 
Our sins they are many, his mercy is more. 

============================================ 
MY WORTH IS NOT IN WHAT I OWN 

1 My worth is not in what I own, not in the strength of flesh and bone, 
but in the costly wounds of love at the cross. 
My worth is not in skill or name, in win or lose, in pride or shame, 
but in the blood of Christ that flowed at the cross. 
  I rejoice in my Redeemer, greatest treasure, wellspring of my soul; 
  I will trust in him, no other: My soul is satisfied in him alone. 
 

2 As summer flow’rs we fade and die—fame, youth and beauty hurry by 
but life eternal calls to us at the cross. 
I will not boast in wealth or might, or human wisdom’s fleeting light, 
but I will boast in knowing Christ at the cross. 
 

3 Two wonders here that I confess: My worth and my unworthiness; 
my value fixed—my ransom paid at the cross. 

============================================ 
 

JESUS, I MY CROSS HAVE TAKEN 
1 Jesus, I my cross have taken, all to leave and follow you; 
Son of man, despised, forsaken, Lord of all I am or do. 
Perish every fond ambition, all I’ve sought and hoped and known; 
yet how rich is my condition! God and heav’n are still my own. 
 

2 Let the world despise and leave me, they have left my Saviour, too; 
human hearts and looks deceive me; you are not, like them, untrue. 
And, while you shall smile upon me, God of wisdom, love and might, 
foes may hate, and friends may shun me; show your face, and all is bright. 
 

3 Those who trouble and distress me drive me to your presence blessed; 
life with bitter trials may press me, heav’n will bring me sweeter rest. 
How could grief or sorrow harm me, while my heart still feels your love? 
How could this world’s pleasures charm me, when you are my joy above? 
 

4 Take, my soul, his full salvation: Conquer every sin and care, 
find in every situation joy and peace and service there. 
Think what Spirit dwells within you, what a Father loves you yet, 
what a Saviour died to win you: Child of heav’n, why should you fret? 
 

5 Onward, then, from grace to glory, armed by faith and spurred by prayer; 
heav’ns eternal day’s before me; God’s own hand shall guide me there. 
Soon shall close my earthly mission, swiftly pass my pilgrim days, 
hope soon change to glad fruition, faith to sight, and prayer to praise. 

============================================ 
GLORIOUS DAY 

1 One day when heaven was filled with his praises, one day when sin was as black as 
could be. 
Jesus came forth to be born of a virgin, dwelt among men, my example is he! 
The Word became flesh and light shined among us, his glory revealed! 
  Living he loved me, dying he saved me, buried he carried my sins far away. 
  Rising he justified freely forever, one day he’s coming, oh glorious day— 
  oh glorious day! 
 

2 One day they led him up Calvary’s mountain, one day they nailed him to die on a 
tree. 
Suffering anguish, despised and rejected, bearing our sins, my Redeemer is he! 
The hands that healed nations, stretched out on a tree and took the nails for me. 
 

3 One day the grave could conceal him no longer, one day the stone rolled away from 
the door. 
Then he arose, over death he had conquered, now is ascended, my Lord evermore! 
Death could not hold him, the grave could not keep him from rising again! 
 

4 One day the trumpet will sound for his coming, one day the skies with his glories will 
shine. 
Wonderful day, my beloved ones bringing, my Saviour, Jesus, is mine. 

============================================ 

 
 


