Beauty of My King-Seth Parks





You poured out Your soul even to death


Yet You did not open Your mouth


To tell how all the sin You carried was not Yours


You chose oppression so I could go free


You chose affliction for my peace


To tell how You desire me to be with You where You are





You saw me in ashes


And wrapped me in robes of rightesousness


You saw me in rags


And gave me a crown


You saw me in sadness


And gave me the oil of joy instead


In You I rejoice


In You I am found





Lord, You are the kind of King


That I will call my own


I love Your dominion


Your everlasting throne


Lord, You are the kind of King 


In whom my heart will joy


For my eyes have seen the beauty of my King





Sing Zion sing


Good news we bring


Sing halleljuah


The King makes his dwelling with me


