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1 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. 

 
2 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 paths I often tread, 
But the Saviour still is with me; 
By His hand I'm safely led. 

 
3 He will keep me till the river 

Rolls its waters at my feet; 
Then He'll bear me safely over, 
Made for grace by glory meet 
Yes, I'll sing the wondrous story 
Of the Christ who died for me, 
Sing it with the saints in glory, 
Gathered by the crystal sea.

F. H. Rawley (1894 – 1952) 
© HarperCollins/Religious/CopyCare Ltd 
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   Father God, I wonder 
   how I managed to exist 
   without the knowledge 
   of Your parenthood 
   and Your loving care. 
   But now I am Your son, 
   I am adopted in Your family, 
   and I can never be alone 
   ‘cause, Father God, 
   You’re there beside me. 
 
   I will sing Your praises, 
   I will sing Your praises, 
   I will sing Your praises for evermore. 
   I will sing Your praises, 
   I will sing Your praises, 
   I will sing Your praises for evermore. 
  

Ian Smale 
© 1984 Kingsway’s Thankyou Music 
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  I’m special because God has loved me, 
  for He gave the best thing that He had to save me: 
  His own Son Jesus, crucified to take the blame, 
  for all the bad things I have done. 
 
  Thank You Jesus, thank You Lord, 
  for loving me so much; 
  I know I don’t deserve anything, 
  help me feel Your love right now, 
  to know deep in my heart 
   that I’m Your special friend. 
  

Graham Kendrick 
© 1986 Kingsway’s Thankyou Music 
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 1 Before the throne of God above, 
  I have a strong, a perfect plea: 
  a great High Priest,  

whose name is Love, 
  who ever lives and pleads for me. 
  My name is graven on His hands, 
  my name is written in His heart; 
  I know that while in heaven He stands 
  no tongue can bid me thence depart, 
  no tongue can bid me thence depart. 
 
 2 When Satan tempts me to despair 
  and tells me of the guilt within, 
  upward I look, and see Him there 
  who made an end of all my sin. 
  Because the sinless Saviour died, 
  my sinful soul is counted free; 
  for God, the just is satisfied 
  to look on Him and pardon me, 
  to look on Him and pardon me. 
 
 3 Behold Him there! The risen lamb, 
  my perfect, spotless righteousness, 
  the great unchangeable I AM, 
  the King of glory and of grace! 
  One with Himself I cannot die: 
  my soul is purchased with His blood, 
  my life is hid with Christ on high, 
  with Christ, my Saviour and my God, 
  with Christ, my Saviour and my God. 

Charlie L. Bancroft (1841 – 92) 
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 1 Come let us sing of a wonderful love, 
  tender and true; 
  out of the heart of the Father above, 
  streaming to me and to you: 
  Wonderful love 
  dwells in the heart of the Father above. 
 
 2 Jesus, the Saviour, this gospel to tell, 
  joyfully came; 
  came with the helpless and hopeless to dwell, 
  sharing their sorrow and shame; 
  seeking the lost, 
  saving, redeeming at measureless cost. 
 
 3 Jesus is seeking the wanderers yet; 
  Why do they roam? 
  Love only waits to forgive and forget; 
  Home! weary wanderers, home! 
  Wonderful love 
  dwells in the heart of the Father above. 
 
 4 Come to my heart, O Thou wonderful love, 
  come and abide, 
  lifting my life till it rises above 
  envy and falsehood and pride; 
  seeking to be 
  lowly and humble, a learner of Thee. 
 

Robert Walmsley (1931 – 1905) 


