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1. Come ye sin - ners, poor and wret - ched, Weak and wound-ed, sick and  sore:
2. Ho! ye nee - dy, come and wel - come, God's free boun - ty glo - n - fy:
3. Let not con-science make you lin - ger, Nor of fit - ness fond - ly  dream,
4. Come, ye¢  wea - 1y, hea - vy la - den, Lost and ru - ined by the fall,
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Je - sus rea - dy stands to save you, Full of pit - v, joned with power:
True be - lief and true  re - pen - tance E - very grace that brings  us nigh--
All  the fit - ness He re - quir - cth Is to feel your need of Him:
If you tar - ry till  you're bet - ter You will nev - er come at all!
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He s a - ble, He is a - ble, He s will - ing, doubt no  more.
With-out  mo - ney, with - out mo - ney Come to Je - sus Christ and  buy.
This He gives you, this He gives you, 'Tis  the Spi - rit's ri - sing beam.
Not the righ-teous, not the righ - tcous-- Sin - ners Je - sus came to call.
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He s a - ble, He s a - ble, He s will - ing, doubt no  more.
With -out mon - ey, with - out mon - ey Come to Je - sus Christ and  buy.
This He gives you, this He gives vyou, 'Tis  the Spi - rit's ris - ing beam.
Not the right-cous, not the right - cous-- Sin - ners Je - sus came to call.
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5. View Him grovelling in the garden,

Lo! your Maker prostrate lies;

On the rugged tree behold Him,
Hear Him cry before He dies,

"It 1s finished!" "It is finished!"
Sinner, will not this suffice?

"It 1s finished!" "It is finished!"
Sinner, will not this suffice?

6. Lo! the incarnate God ascended,

Pleads the merits of His blood,;

Venture on Him, venture wholly,
Let no other trust intrude;

None but Jesus, none but Jesus,
Can do helpless sinners good.

None but Jesus, none but Jesus,
Can do helpless sinners good.



