
Hymns	and	Songs	–	Good	Friday,	2022  !
There	is	a	green	hill	far	away,	
Outside	a	city	wall,	
Where	the	dear	Lord	was	cruci4ied,	
Who	died	to	save	us	all.	!
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.	!
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.	!
There	was	no	other	good	enough	
To	pay	the	price	of	sin;	
He	only	could	unlock	the	gate	
Of	heaven,	and	let	us	in.	!
O	dearly,	dearly	has	he	loved!	
And	we	must	love	Him	too,	
And	trust	in	His	redeeming	blood.	
And	try	His	works	to	do.	!!
There	is	a	Redeemer,	
Jesus,	God’s	own	Son,	
Precious	Lamb	of	God,	Messiah,	
Holy	One.	!
Thank	you,	O	my	Father,	
For	giving	us	Your	Son,	
And	leaving	Your	Spirit	–		
Till	the	work	on	earth	is	done.	!
Jesus	my	Redeemer,	
Name	above	all	names,	
Precious	Lamb	of	God,	Messiah,	
O	for	sinners	slain.	!
When	I	stand	in	glory	
I	will	see	His	face,	
And	there	I’ll	serve	my	King	for	ever	
In	that	holy	place.	!
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When	I	survey	the	wondrous	cross	
On	which	the	Prince	of	Glory	died,	
My	richest	gain	I	count	but	loss,	
And	pour	contempt	on	all	my	pride.	!
Forbid	it,	Lord,	that	I	should	boast,	
Save	in	the	death	of	Christ	my	God.	
All	the	vain	things	that	charm	me	most,	
I	sacri4ice	them	to	His	blood.	!
See	from	His	head,	His	hands,	His	feet,	
Sorrow	and	love	4low	mingled	down	
Did	e’er	such	love	and	sorrow	meet,	
Or	thorns	compose	so	rich	a	crown?	!
Were	the	whole	realm	of	nature	mine,	
That	were	an	offering	far	too	small,	
Love	so	amazing,	so	divine,	
Demands	my	soul,	my	life,	my	all.	!!
It	is	a	thing	most	wonderful,	
Almost	too	wonderful	to	be,	
That	God’s	own	Son	should	come	from	heaven	
And	die	to	sane	a	child	like	me.	!
And	yet	I	know	that	it	is	true;	
He	came	to	this	poor	world	below,	
And	wept	and	toiled	and	mourned	and	died,	
Only	because	He	loved	us	so.	!
I	cannot	tell	how	He	could	love	
A	child	so	weak	and	full	of	sin;	
His	love	must	be	most	wonderful,	
If	He	could	die	my	love	to	win.	!
It	is	most	wonderful	to	know	
His	love	for	me	so	free	and	sure;	
But	’tis	more	wonderful	to	see	
My	love	for	Him	so	faint	and	poor.	!
And	yet	I	want	to	love	Thee,	Lord:	
Oh,	light	the	4lam	within	my	heart,	
And	I	will	love	Thee	more	and	more	
Until	I	see	Thee	as	Thou	art.


