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I know a place, a wonderful place, 

Where accused and condemned 

Find mercy and grace. 

Where the wrongs we have done, 

And the wrongs done to us 

Were nailed there with Him 

There on the cross. 

 

(Men)  At the cross, 

(Women)   At the cross, 

(All)        He died for my sin. 

(Men)     At the cross, 

(Women)   At the cross, 

(All)        He gave us life again.  

 

I know a place, a wonderful place, 

Where accused and condemned 

Find mercy and grace. 

Where the wrongs we have done, 

And the wrongs done to us 

Were nailed there with You 

There on the cross. 

 

(Men)  At the cross, 

(Women)   At the cross, 

(All)        You died for my sin. 

(Men)     At the cross, 

(Women)   At the cross, 

(All)        You gave us life again.  

 

I know a place, a wonderful place, 

Where accused and condemned 

Find mercy and grace. 

Where the wrongs we have done, 

And the wrongs done to us 

Were nailed there with You 

There on the cross. 
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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. 

 

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. 

 

Thank You for the cross, 

Thank You for the cross, 

Thank You for the cross,  

my Friend. 

(Repeat)  

 

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. 
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Lord of all hopefulness, 

Lord of all joy, 

Whose trust, ever child-like, 

No cares could destroy; 

Be there at our waking, 

And give us, we pray, 

Your bliss in our hearts, Lord, 

At the break of the day. 

 

Lord of all eagerness, Lord of all faith, 

Whose strong hands were skilled 

At the plane and the lathe; 

Be there at our labours, 

And give us, we pray, 

Your strength in our hearts, Lord, 

At the noon of the day. 

 

Lord of all kindliness, Lord of all grace, 

Your hands swift to welcome, 

Your arms to embrace; 

Be there at our homing, 

And give us, we pray, 

Your love in our hearts, Lord, 

At the eve of the day. 

 

Lord of all gentleness, Lord of all calm, 

Whose voice is contentment, 

Whose presence is balm; 

Be there at our sleeping, 

And give us, we pray, 

Your peace in our hearts, Lord, 

At the end of the day.  
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