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REFLECTION 3 
 

MISSION MESSAGE & OFFERING 
  

COMMUNION 
 

ANTHEM  Behold the Lamb of God 
Words by Fanny Crosby and Craig Courtney, Music by Craig Courtney 

Behold the Lamb of God,  

the Lamb for sinners slain; 

a perfect sacrifice for all,  

he died, but lives again. 

Behold the Lamb of God,  

behold his hands, his side. 

The son of God, the sinless Lamb, 

for me was crucified. 

He lives – let Heav’n rejoice,  

and earth her honours bring  

to him, the everlasting God,  

the great, eternal king. 

Oh, strike your harps of gold,  

ye ransomed host above. 

Praise him who bought you with his blood,  

and saved you by his love. 
 

HYMN – Don’t Be Afraid (MV 90) (sing 3X) 
 

CHOIR BENEDICTION   

 A Benediction 
words: Wilbur Howard, music: Dr. Isabelle Mills 

POSTLUDE 
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KNOX UNITED CHURCH 

April 14th, 2019 

PALM/PASSION SUNDAY 

 
 

Sharing the Gospel of Jesus with all 

people through worship, service and care. 

 

As we gather for worship today, we acknowledge that 

the land on which we gather is Treaty 6 territory, the 

ancestral land of several Indigenous nations, and part 

of the homeland of the Metis.  We respect the 

sacredness of our shared home and the ground on which 

we walk, and we are grateful for its stewardship 

through the centuries. 

All Hymn words printed by permission.  All rights reserved. 

OneLicense # A720662 

HYMN – Hosanna, Loud Hosanna (VU 123) 

LIGHTING THE TRINITY CANDLES 

GREETING GOD’S FAMILY 

Children and youth may join Sunday 

School in the lower church hall. 

 

REFLECTION 2  

ANTHEM  Tree of Life 
Words by Pecselyi Kiraly Imre von, 1961, Paraphrased by Erik Routley, 1974, Tune   

Shades Mountain by K. Lee Scott 

There in God’s garden, stands the Tree of Wisdom, 

whose leaves hold forth the healing of the nations: 

Tree of all knowledge, Tree of all compassion, 

Tree of beauty. 

Its name is Jesus, name that says, “Our Saviour!” 

There on its branches see the scars of suff’ring; 

see where the tendrils of our human selfhood 

feed on its life-blood. 

Thorns not his own are tangled in its foliage; 

our greed has starved it, our despite has choked it. 

Yet, look! It lives! Its grief has not destroyed it 

nor fire consumed it. 

See how its branches reach to us in welcome; 

hear what the Voice says, “Come to me, ye weary! 

Give me your sickness, give me all your sorrow, 

I will give blessing.” 

This is my ending, this my resurrection; 

into your hands, Lord, I commit my spirit. 

This have I searched for; now I can possess it. 

This ground is holy. 

All heav’n is singing, “Thanks to Christ whose passion 

offers in mercy healing, strength and pardon. 

Peoples and nations, take it, take it freely!” 

Amen! My Master! 
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ANTHEM  Draw Nigh, O Lord 
Words by Jeremy Taylor, Music by Erik Routley 

Draw nigh to thy Jerusalem, O Lord, 

thy faithful people cry with one accord. 

Ride on in triumph, Lord behold, 

we lay our passions, lusts and proud wills 

in thy way. 

Thy road is ready, and thy paths made straight, 

with longing expectation seem to wait  

the consecration of thy beauteous feet, 

and silently thy promised advent greet. 

Hosanna! Welcome to our hearts, 

for here thou has a temple too, as Zion dear; 

Yes, dear as Zion, and as full of sin: 

how long shall thieves and robbers dwell therein? 

Enter and chase them forth, and cleanse the floor; 

O’erthrow them all, that they may never more  

profane with traffic vile that holy place 

where thou hast chosen, Lord, to set thy face. 

And then, if our stiff tongues shall faithlessly  

be mute in praises of thy deity, 

the very temple stones shall loud repeat, 

“Hosanna!” and thy glorious footsteps greet. 

ANNOUNCEMENTS 

WORDS FROM OUR SCRIPTURES 

Gospel Luke 19:32-40 

   Jesus enters Jerusalem 

REFLECTION 1 
 

ANTHEM   Ride On, Ride On In Majesty! 
Words by Henry H. Milman, 1791-1868 alt., Music by Henry Kihlken 

Ride on, ride on in majesty! 

Hark, all the tribes Hosanna cry! 

Saviour meek, pursue thy road  

with palms and scattered garments strowed. 

Ride on, ride on in majesty! 

Ride on, ride on in majesty! 

In lowly pomp ride on to die! 

O Christ, thy triumphs now begin 

o’er captive death and conquered sin. 

Ride on, ride on in majesty! 

Ride on, ride on in majesty! 

Angelic squadrons of the skies 

look down with sad and wond’ring eyes 

to see thy approaching sacrifice. 

Ride on, ride on in majesty! 

Ride on, ride on in majesty! 

In lowly pomp ride on to die! 

Bow thy meek head to mortal pain, 

then take, O God, thy pow’r and reign. 

Ride on, ride on in majesty! 


