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Praise, my soul, the King of heaven, 
to his feet thy tribute bring; 
ransomed, healed, restored, forgiven, 
who like you his praise should sing? 
Praise him, Praise him, 
praise the everlasting King. 
 
Praise him for his grace and favour 
to our fathers in distress; 
praise him, still the same as ever, 
slow to chide and swift to bless; 
Praise him, Praise him, 
glorious in his faithfulness. 
 
Father-like, he tends and spares us, 
All our hopes and fears he knows; 
in his hands he gently bears us, 
rescues us from all our foes: 
Praise him, Praise him, 
widely as his mercy flows. 
 
Angels, help us to adore him; 
you behold him face to face; 
sun and moon, bow down before him, 
Dwellers all in time and space. 
Praise him, Praise him, 
praise with us the God of grace. 
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I will sing the wondrous story 
Of the Christ Who died for me; 
How He left His home in glory 
For the cross of Calvary. 
I was lost, but Jesus found me, 
Found the sheep that went astray, 
Threw His loving arms around me, 
Drew me back into His way. 
 
I was bruised, but Jesus healed me, 
Faint was I from many a fall, 
Sight was gone, and fears possessed me, 
But He freed me from them all. 
Days of darkness still come o’er me, 
Sorrow’s path I often tread, 
But His presence still is with me; 
By His guiding hand I’m led. 
 
He will keep me till the river 
Rolls its waters at my feet; 

Then He’ll bear me safely over, 
All my joys in him complete. 
Yes, I’ll sing the wonderous story 
Of the Christ who died for me 
Sing it with the saints in glory 
Gathered by the crystal sea.  
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In Christ alone my hope is found 
He is my light, my strength, my song 
This cornerstone, this solid ground 
Firm through the fiercest drought and storm 
What heights of love, what depths of peace 
When fears are stilled, when strivings cease 
My comforter, my all in all 
Here in the love of Christ I stand 
 
In Christ alone who took on flesh 
Fullness of God in helpless babe 
This gift of love and righteousness 
Scorned by the ones He came to save 
Till on that cross as Jesus died 
The wrath of God was satisfied 
For every sin on Him was laid 
Here in the death of Christ I live 
 
There in the ground His body lay 
Light of the world by darkness slain 
Then bursting forth in glorious day 
Up from the grave He rose again 
And as He stands in victory 
Sin's curse has lost its grip on me 
For I am His and He is mine 
Bought with the precious blood of Christ 
 
No guilt in life, no fear in death 
This is the power of Christ in me 
From life's first cry to final breath 
Jesus commands my destiny 
No power of hell, no scheme of man 
Can ever pluck me from His hand 
Till He returns or calls me home 
Here in the power of Christ I'll stand 
 


