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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.  He  died  that  we  might  be  for-giv’n,  He  died  to  make  us  good, 
4.  There  was  no  oth  -  er  good  .  e-nongh  To  pay  the  price  of  sin: 
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Be  loved,  And  we  must  love  Him,  too, 
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And  trust  in  His  re-deem-ing  blood,  And  try  His  works  to  do. 
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