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Maunder - Olivet to Calvary 6

"THY WILL BE DONE"
HYMN FOR CONGREGATION & CHOIR
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1. Thy will be done, the Sa - viour said, And bowed to earth His sa - cred head,
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The sands of life had near-ly run, My Fa-ther, let Thy  will be done, Thy will, not mine, be done.
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No watch His spent disciples kept,
Amid the shadows deep they slept;
But silent Angels waiting there,
Beheld His agony of prayer —

Thy will, not mine, be done.

His soul foresaw the cruel scorns,
The brutal scourge, the crown of thorns,
And, darker than Gethsemane,
The shadows of the accursed tree -—
Thy will, not mine, be done.

4.

What though He felt in that dread hour,
The storms of human passion lower!
Nor pain, nor death, His soul would shun,
My Father, let Thy will be done,

Thy will, not mine, be done.
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