Tenebrae Music Text


Ah, Holy Jesus

Ah, Holy Jesus, how hast thou offended?
That man to judge thee hath in hate pretended.
By foes derided, by thine own rejected, O most afflicted.
Who was the guilty? Who brought this upon thee?
Alas, my treason, Jesus, hath undone thee.
‘Twas I, Lord Jesus, I it was denied thee:
I crucified thee.
Abraham’s Sacrifice
My sweet son, come hither to me

Oh Isaac, my son dear.

Come to thy father, my child so free,

For we must go together in fear.

Father, fire and wood here is plenty,

But I can see no sacrifice.

What shall you offer?

Fain would I see that it were done in the best wise.

Alas, dear child, I may not choose.

I must needs my sweet son kill.

My dear darling now must me lose,

My own child’s blood now shall I spill.

Yet this deed ere I fulfill

My sweet son, thy mouth I kiss.

All ready father, ev’n at your will,

I do your bidding as reason is.

With lowly heart to God I cry,

I am his servant both day and night.

I thank thee Lord in heav’n so high

With heart, with thought, with main, with might.

Abraham, thou father free…

I am here ready, what is your will? 

Extend thy hand in no degree.

I bid thou him not kill. 

Here do I see by right good skill 

For thou sparest not thy son to spill.

I thank my God in Heaven above

And honor him for his great grace.

And that my Lord doth me thus approve 

I will him worship in ev’ry place.

Ah, my Lord God, to worship now on knee I fall.

I thank thee Lord of thy great mercy.

Now God all things of nought that made His honor may never more fade. 

Amen, Amen.

Absalom
David the King was grieved and moved

And went up to the chamber and wept.

David the King was grieved and moved

And as he went he said;

O my son Absalom, my son, my son Absalom!

O my son Absalom, would God I had died for thee,

O Absalom, my son; O Absalom, my son, my son.

Out of the Depths
Out of the depths, I cry to you, O Lord, O Lord.

Lord, hear my voice, Lord hear my voice.

If you, O Lord, should mark iniquities,

Lord, who could stand? Lord, who could stand?

But there is forgiveness with you,

So that you may be revered.

I wait for the Lord, my soul waits.

And in his word do I hope.

Ah, Holy Jesus

Lo, the Good Shepherd for the sheep is offered;

The slave hath sinned, and the Son hath suffered.

For our atonement, while we nothing heeded,

God interceded.

For me, kind Jesus, was thy incarnation,

Thy mortal sorrow, and thy life’s oblation

Thy death of anguish and thy bitter passion,

For my salvation.

Therefore, kind Jesus, since I cannot pay thee

I do adore thee, and will ever pray thee.

Think on thy pity and thy love unswerving,]

Not my deserving.

Oh, My Father

O my Father, my Father, if it may be possible

Let this cup pass from me.

Nevertheless, not as I will, but as thou wilt.

Crucify Him

Crucify! Crucify! Crucify! Crucify Him!

Awake, Sad Heart

Awake, sad heart, whom sorrow ever drowns;

Take up thine eyes, which feed on earth;

Unfold thy forehead, gathered into frowns;

Thy Saviour comes, and with Him mirth.

Awake, awake, and with a thankful heart His comforts take.

But thou dost still lament, and pine, and cry,

And feel his death, but not His victory, but not His victory.

O Saviour of the World

O Saviour of the world, O Saviour of the world,

Who by thy cross and precious blood hath redeemed us.

Save us and help us, save us and help us,

We humbly beseech thee, We humbly beseech thee,

O Lord, O Lord.
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