
 

Green Fields

Arr by Lewis Edson from J. S. Bach

Its bles sings,- though rich and di vine,- Are all with out- mon ey- and price; A
[Grace takes all my ru in- and woe, Nor mur murs- my bur dens- to bear; And
Free grace is the joy of my heart; Its glor ies,- with won der,- I trace; To
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Free Grace. Eph. 1. 7; 2. 5-8; Rom. 5. 20
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soul, though as wretch ed- as mine, May ven ture- to hope and re joice;- Its
grace in re turn- makes me know In Je sus- I’m come ly- and fair. In
me it does free ly- im part- Rich bles sings,- just suit ing- my case; No
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high est- de light- is to give True rich es- to sin ners- un done;- Nor
self I’m pol lut- ed- and vile; But grace sweet ly- speaks un to- me, It
mon ster- more wretch ed- could be, Nor less of God’s fa vour- de serve;- Yet
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can it, nor will it de ceive,- The soul that with Je sus- is one.
tells me, and that with a smile, In Je sus- I’m per fect- and free.]
such is free grace un to- me, I nev er,- no nev er- can starve.
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