
The sound of praising (tune: Lewis Folk Melody, CH4 510) 

 

1.  Listen to the sound of praising!  

 Something great is happening here!  

 Little children cry, “Hosanna!”,  

 crowds of people shout and cheer.  

 What procession’s this that’s coming?  

 No triumphant lord it brings,  

 But, instead, a humble Jesus  

 coming as a servant king.  
 

2.  Crowds of people press and jostle;  

 more and more soon gather round.  

 “Make some room for this procession!  

 Cast your cloaks upon the ground!”  

 So I join in all the cheering;  

 wave my branches with the rest;  

 throw my coat to make a pathway  

 fit for such a special guest.  
 

3.  Jesus, on a donkey riding  

 down his royal thoroughfare ...  

 Does he fear what fate awaits him?  

 Might he know his Easter’s here?  

 Will I only stand and watch him  

 as he travels past today?  

 Or can I begin a journey  

 with his friends along his way?  
 

4.  Now I know the waiting’s over,  

 I’ll step out beyond the throng,  

 with the faithful and the doubters,  

 offering my “Hosanna” song.  

 No more watching from the sidelines!  

 No more standing in the wings!  

 Now I’ll start my Easter journey,  

 following Christ, my Servant King.  
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380 There is a green hill far away 

 

  1  There is a green hill far away, 

  outside a city wall, 

  where the dear Lord was crucified, 

  who died to save us all. 

 

  2  We may not know, we cannot tell 

  what pains he had to bear ;  

  but we believe it was for us 

  he hung and suffered there. 

 

  3  He died that we might be forgiven, 

  he died to make us good, 

  that we might go at last to heaven, 

  saved by his precious blood. 

 

  4  There was no other good enough 

  to pay the price of sin ;  

  he only could unlock the gate 

  of heaven, and let us in. 

 

  5  Oh, dearly, dearly has he loved, 

  and we must love him too, 

  and trust in his redeeming blood, 

  and try his works to do. 

 

Cecil Frances Alexander (1818–1895) (alt.), reproduced from CH4 380 

 

 

 

 

 



549 How deep the Father’s love for us 

 

How deep the Father’s love for us, 

How vast beyond all measure, 

That He should give His only Son 

To make a wretch His treasure. 

How great the pain of searing loss - 

The Father turns His face away, 

As wounds which mar the Chosen One 

Bring many souls to glory. 

 

Behold the man upon a cross, 

My sin upon His shoulders; 

Ashamed, I hear my mocking voice 

Call out among the scoffers. 

It was my sin that held Him there 

my pardon he accomplished; 

His dying breath has brought me life - 

I know that ‘it is finished’. 

 

I will not boast in anything, 

No gifts, no power, no wisdom; 

But I will boast in Jesus Christ, 

His death and resurrection. 

Why should I gain from all of this? 

I cannot give an answer; 

But this I know with all my heart - 

His wounds have paid my ransom. 
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