
At the name of Jesus 
every knee shall bow, 
every tongue confess him 
King of Glory now. 
'Tis the Father's pleasure 
we should call him Lord, 
who from the beginning 
was the mighty Word. 

Mighty and mysterious 
in the highest height, 
God from everlasting 
very light of light: 
in the Father's bosom 
with the Spirit blest, 
love, in love eternal, 
rest, in perfect rest. 

Humbled for a season, 
to receive a name 
from the lips of sinners 
unto whom he came, 
faithfully he bore it 
spotless to the last, 
brought it back victorious 
when from death he passed. 

Bore it up triumphant 
with its human light, 
through all ranks of creatures 
to the central height, 
to the throne of Godhead, 
to the Father's breast; 
filled it with the glory  
of that perfect rest. 

In your hearts enthrone him; 
there let him subdue 
all that is not holy, 
all that is not true: 



crown him as your captain 
in temptation's hour; 
let his will enfold you 
in its light and power. 

Brothers, this Lord Jesus 
shall return again, 
with his Father's glory, 
with his angel train; 
for all wreaths of empire 
meet upon his brow, 
and our hearts confess him 
King of Glory now. 

  
The strife is o'er, the battle done,  
the victory of life is won;  
the song of triumph has begun.  
Alleluia! 

The powers of death have done their worst,  
but Christ their legions hath dispersed:  
let shout of holy joy outburst.  
Alleluia! 

The three sad days are quickly sped,  
he rises glorious from the dead:  
all glory to our risen Head!  
Alleluia! 

He broke the bonds of death and hell,  
the bars from heaven's high portals fell;  
let hymns of praise his triumphs tell!  
Alleluia! 

Lord! by the stripes which wounded thee,  
from death's dread sting thy servants free,  
that we may live and sing to thee.  
Alleluia 



I, the Lord of sea and sky, 
I have heard my people cry.

All who dwell in dark and sin

My hand will save.

I who made the stars of night,

I will make their darkness bright.

Who will bear my light to them?

Whom shall I send?


Here I am Lord. Is it I Lord?

I have heard you calling in the night.

I will go Lord, if you lead me.

I will hold your people in my heart.


I, the Lord of snow and rain,

I have borne my people's pain.

I have wept for love of them.

They turn away.

I will break their hearts of stone,

Give them hearts for love alone.

I will speak my word to them,

Whom shall I send?


Here I am Lord. Is it I Lord?

I have heard you calling in the night.

I will go Lord, if you lead me.

I will hold your people in my heart.


I, the Lord of wind and flame,

I will tend the poor and lame.

I will set a feast for them.

My hand will save.

Finest bread I will provide

Till their hearts be satisfied.

I will give my life to them.

Whom shall I send?


Here I am Lord. Is it I Lord?

I have heard you calling in the night.

I will go Lord, if you lead me.

I will hold your people in my heart.




We have a gospel to proclaim,
Good news for men in all the earth; 
The gospel of a Saviour’s name,
We sing His glory, tell His worth.

Tell of His birth at Bethlehem, 
Not in a royal house or hall 
But in a stable dark and dim,
The Word made flesh, a light for all.

Tell of His death at Calvary, 
Hated by those He came to save,
In lonely suffering on the cross,
For all He loved His life He gave.

Tell of that glorious Easter morn,
Empty the tomb, for He was free. 
He broke the power of death and hell 
That we might share His victory.

Tell of His reign at God’s right hand, 
By all creation glorified,
He sends His Spirit on His Church,
To live for Him, the Lamb who died.

Now we rejoice to name Him King, 
Jesus is Lord of all the earth, 
This gospel message we proclaim,
We sing His glory, tell His worth. 


