
Hymns and Songs – Sunday 2nd August, 2020 
 
 

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! 
 

 
 
 

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, 
O 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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Jesus Christ, I think upon Your sacrifice, 
You became nothing, poured out to death. 
Many times I’ve wondered at Your gift of 
life, 
And I’m in that place once again. 
And I’m in that place once again. 
 

And once again I look upon 
The cross where You died, 
I’m humbled by Your mercy 
And I’m broken inside. 
Once again I thank You, 
Once again I pour out my life. 

 
Now you are exalted to the highest place, 
King of the heavens, where one day I’ll 
bow. 
But for now, I marvel at this saving grace, 
And I’m full of praise once again. 
I’m full of praise once again. 
 

Thank You for the cross, 
Thank You for the cross, 
Thank You for the cross, my Friend. 
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