Your Praise Is Due

You turn rivers into a wilderness

Water-springs into dry ground

A fruitful land into emptiness

And the flowers fold down

At the sound of Your name, may the nations turn and see

The power of You, mighty King 

We praise You for Your great love, and we repent of our wandering 

Your kindness is here beckoning back to the fold of Your love

 Your praise is due

Now the wilderness echoes promises 

Of Your kindness yet to come
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