The Crown that should be mine
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The crown of thorns on his head, The crown that shou - Id be mine.
The sun in the sky_turn black, The grou-nd sh - ook in fear.
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On the cross 'till he was dead, O sa - cri - fice Di - vine.
The on - look - ers_  watched in dread, For he was the_ mess - ai- ah.
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The crown of thorns no more, Je - sus_ made us a crown, made of gold.
O what a gift to give, Je - sus woke the  third day, lives a - gain.

No more wor - ry, for our Sa - viour lives
That we can be_ able to die and live a - gain
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