From valley low to mountain high,

Let praises rise to touch the heavens.

On angels wings we yearn to soar, 

And touch the fullness of His love.

Let all the earth bring forth its praise,

Like a melody of angels.

Let all our hearts reach out to You,

And bring to You the praise deserved.

The hill of love called Cavary,

Where Jesus died in love to save me.

I found in Him my dwelling place,

And stand in wonder of His grace.

Let voices sing in wondrous praise,

Like a myriad of angels.

Let all our hearts reach out to You, 

And bless Your name for all You do.

