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1. I stand all a - mazed at the love Je - sus of - fers me,
2. I mar - vel that he would de - scend from his throne di - vine
3. I think of his hands pierced and bleed - ing to pay the debt!

? b
b
b
b 34 Œ

˙ . ˙ . ˙ . œ œ .
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Con - fused at the grace that so ful - ly he prof - fers me.
To res - cue a soul so re - bel - lious and proud as mine,
Such mer - cy, such love and de - vo - tion can I for - get?
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I trem - ble to know that for me he was cru - ci - fied,
That he should ex - tend his great love un - to such as I,
No, no, I will praise and a - dore at the mer - cy seat,
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That for me, a sin - ner, he suf - fered, he bled and died.
Suf - fi - cient to own, to re - deem, and to jus - ti - fy.
Un - til at the glo - ri - fied throne I kneel at his feet.
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Oh, it is won - der - ful that he should care for me E - nough to
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die for me! Oh, it is won - der - ful, won - der - ful to me!
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Text and music:  Charles H. Gabriel, 1856–1932 Mosiah 3:5–8
John 15:13
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1. There is a green hill far a - way, With - out a cit - y wall,
2. We may not know, we can -not tell, What pains he had to bear,
3. There was no oth - er good e - nough To pay the price of sin.
4. Oh, dear - ly, dear - ly has he loved! And we must love him too,
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Reverently   q = 72-84
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Where the dear Lord was cru - ci - fied, Who died to save us all.
But we be - lieve it was for us He hung and suf-fered there.
He on - ly could un - lock the gate Of heav’n and let us in.
And trust in his re - deem-ing blood, And try his works to do.
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Text:  Cecil Frances Alexander, 1818–1895
Music:  John H. Gower, 1855–1922

John 19:16–20
Hebrews 13:12


