
There in the still of Gethsemane (Wounded for me) 
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Key: D 
 
Verse 1: 
D            Dmaj7        G 
There in the still of Gethsemane 
Em7                           Asus   A 
Anguish turned sweat drops to blood 
F#m7                           Bm7 
Plagued with fear, turmoil and agony 
G             Em7              Asus A 
Could someone else drink this cup 
D              Dmaj7       G 
Bruised by the grip of the soldiers 
Em7                               Asus A 
Mocked by their words filled with hate 
F#m7                          Bm7 
Stripped and laid bare to the elements 
G    Em7       Asus A 
Humiliation he faced 
 
Chorus 1: 
D           G   A       A/C# D 
Wounded for me, wounded for  me 
D        A/C# Bm7          E7          A 
There on the  cross he was wounded for me 
D                      D/F#  G 
Gone my transgressions and   now I am free 
G    G/Ab   A7        Asus        D 
All because Jesus was wounded for me 
 
Verse 2: 
Tied to a post in his nakedness 
Back torn from whip upon whip 
Muscle pulled out like a ribbon 
Blood poured from rip after rip 
Thorns twisted tight to torment him 
Each deeply pierced skin and nerve 
Forced on the head of our Saviour 
Torture he did not deserve 
 
Chorus 2: 
Broken for me, broken for me 
There on the cross he was broken for me 
Gone my transgressions and now I am free 
All because Jesus was broken for me 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Verse 3: 
Weakly he took up the rugged cross 
Stumbled his way to the hill 
Nails driven through flesh and muscle 
Designed to hold not to kill 
Each breath he breathed brought him agony 
Each word at infinite cost 
Torn flesh exposed to the baking sun 
Dying to rescue the lost 
 
Chorus 3: 
Dying for me, dying for me 
There on the cross he was dying for me 
Gone my transgressions and now I am free 
All because Jesus was dying for me 
 
Verse 4: 
With his death cry “it is finished” 
Lungs expelled air one last time 
His body pierced by the soldiers spear 
Water and blood from his side 
Placed in a tomb offered by a friend 
Wrapped in the blood soaked graveclothes 
Death had no grip on the conquering son 
Up from the grave he arose 
 
Chorus 4: 
Risen for me, risen for me 
On the third day he was risen for me 
Bearing the scars of the wounds cruelly made 
Jesus, my Saviour, has conquered the grave 
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