Praise my soul, the King of
Heaven;

To His feet thy tribute bring.
Ransomed, healed, restored,
forgiven,

Who like Thee His praise should
sing?

Praise Him! Praise Him!

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 for ever,
Slow to chide, and swift to bless.
Praise Him! Praise Him!

Praise Him! Praise Him!

Glorious in His faithfulness.

Father-like, He tends and spares
us;

Well our feeble frame He knows;
In His hands He gently bears us,
Rescues us from all our foes.
Praise Him! Praise Him!

Praise Him! Praise Him!

Widely as His mercy flows.

Angels in the height, adore Him;
Ye behold Him face to face;

Sun and moon, bow down before
Him,

Dwellers all in time and space.
Praise Him! Praise Him! Praise
Him! Praise Him!

Praise with us the God of grace!

Alleluia, sing to Jesus!

His the sceptre, his the throne;
Alleluia, his the triumph,

His the victory alone:

Hark, the songs of peaceful Sion
Thunder like a mighty flood;
Jesus out of every nation

Hath redeemed us by his blood

Alleluia, not as orphans
Are we left in sorrow now;
Alleluia, he is near us,

Faith believes, nor questions how:

Though the cloud from sight
received him,
When the forty days were o’er,

Shall our hearts forget his promise,

“I am with you evermore”?

Alleluia, bread of angels,

Thou on earth our food, our stay;
Alleluia, here the sinful

Flee to thee from day to day:
Intercessor, Friend of sinners,
Earth’s Redeemer, plead for me,
Where the songs of all the sinless
Sweep across the crystal sea.

Alleluia, King eternal,

Thee the Lord of lords we own;
Alleluia, born of Mary,

Earth thy footstool, heaven thy
throne:

Thou within the veil hast entered,
Robed in flesh, our great High Priest;
Thou on earth both Priest and Victim
In the Eucharistic feast.

I cannot tell why He, whom angels
worship,

Should set His love upon the sons of
men,

Or why, as Shepherd, He should seek
the wanderers,

To bring them back, they know not
how or when.

But this I know, that He was born of
Mary,

When Bethlehem’s manger was His
only home,

And that He lived at Nazareth and
laboured,

And so the Saviour, Saviour of the
world, is come.

I cannot tell how silently He suffered,
As with His peace He graced this
place of tears,

Or how His heart upon the cross was
broken,

The crown of pain to three-and-
thirty years.

But this [ know, He heals the broken-
hearted,

And stays our sin, and calms our
lurking fear,

And lifts the burden from the heavy-
laden,

For yet the Saviour, Saviour of the
world, is here.

I cannot tell how He will win the
nations,

How He will claim His earthly
heritage,

How satisfy the needs and
aspirations

Of east and west, of sinner and of
sage.

But this I know, all flesh shall see His
glory,

And He shall reap the harvest He has
sown,

And some glad day His sun shall
shine in splendour,

When He the Saviour, Saviour of the
world, is known.
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I cannot tell how all the lands shall
worship,

When, at His bidding, every storm
is stilled,

Or who can say how great the
jubilation

When all the hearts of men with
love are filled.

But this I know, the skies will thrill
with rapture,

And myriad, myriad human voices
sing,

And earth to heaven, and heaven
to earth, will answer:

“At last the Saviour, Saviour of the
world, is King!”

Restore, O Lord,

The honour of Your name,

In works of sovereign power
Come shake the earth again;
That men may see

And come with reverent fear

To the living God

Whose kingdom shall outlast the
years.

Restore, O Lord,

In all the earth Your fame,

And in our time revive

The church that bears Your name.
And in your anger,

Lord, remember mercy,

0 living God,

Whose mercy shall outlast the
years.

Bend us, O Lord,

Where we are hard and cold,
In Your refiner’s fire

Come purify the gold.

Though suffering comes

And evil crouches near,

Still our living God

Is reigning, He is reigning here.

Restore, O Lord,

The honour of Your name,

In works of sovereign power
Come shake the earth again;
That men may see

And come with reverent fear

To the living God,

Whose kingdom shall outlast the
years.
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Love divine, all loves excelling,
Joy of heaven to earth come down!
Fix in us Thy humble dwelling,

All Thy faithful mercies crown.
Jesus, Thou art all compassion,
Pure unbounded love Thou art;
Visit us with Thy salvation,

Enter every trembling heart.

Breathe, O breathe Thy loving Spirit
Into every troubled breast!

Let us all in Thee inherit,

Let us find Thy promise rest.

Take away the love of sinning;
Alpha and Omega be;

End of faith, as its beginning,

Set our hearts at liberty.

Come Almighty to deliver,

Let us all Thy grace receive;
Suddenly return, and never,

Never more Thy temples leave.
Thee we would be always blessing,
Serve Thee as Thy hosts above,
Pray, and praise Thee without
ceasing,

Glory in Thy perfect love.

Finish then Thy new creation,

Pure and spotless let us be;

Let us see Thy great salvation
Perfectly restored in Thee!

Changed from glory into glory,

Till in heaven we take our place;

Till we cast our crowns before Thee,
Lost in wonder, love and praise.



