
Lo! he comes, with clouds descending, 
once for favoured sinners slain; 
thousand thousand saints attending 
swell the triumph of his train:  
Alleluia! alleluia! alleluia! 
God appears on earth to reign. 

Every eye shall now behold him, 
robed in dreadful majesty; 
those who set at nought and sold him, 
pierced, and nailed him to the tree, 
deeply wailing, deeply wailing, deeply wailing,  
shall the true Messiah see. 

Now redemption, long expected, 
see in solemn pomp appear; 
all his saints, by man rejected, 
now shall meet him in the air: 
Alleluia! alleluia! alleluia! 
See the day of God appear! 

Yea, amen! let all adore thee, 
high on thine eternal throne; 
Saviour, take the power and glory; 
claim the kingdom for thine own: 
Alleluia! alleluia! alleluia!  
Everlasting God, come down. 

Jesus, You are changing me 
By Your Spirit You're making me like You 
Jesus, You're transforming me 
That Your loveliness may be seen in all I do 
You are the potter and I am the clay 
Help me to be willing to let You have Your way 
Jesus, You are changing me 
As I let You reign supreme within my heart 

Jesus, You are changing me 
By Your Spirit You're making me like You 
Jesus, You're transforming me 
That Your loveliness may be seen in all I do 
You are the potter and I am the clay 
Help me to be willing to let You have Your way 



Jesus, You are changing me 
As I let You reign supreme within my heart 

Come, thou long-expected Jesus, 
born to set thy people free; 
from our fears and sins release us, 
let us find our rest in thee. 

Israel's strength and consolation, 
hope of all the earth thou art: 
dear desire of every nation,  
joy of every longing heart. 

Born thy people to deliver, 
born a child, and yet a king, 
born to reign in us for ever, 
now thy gracious kingdom bring. 

By thine own eternal Spirit 
rule in all our hearts alone; 
by thine all-sufficient merit 
raise us to thy glorious throne. 

The advent of our King  
our prayers must now employ,  
and we must hymns of welcome sing  
in strains of holy joy. 

The everlasting Son  
incarnate deigns to be;  
himself a servant's form puts on  
to set his servants free. 

Daughter of Zion, rise  
to meet thy lowly King,  
nor let thy faithless heart despise  
the peace he comes to bring. 



As Judge, on clouds of light,  
he soon will come again,  
and his true members all unite  
with him in heaven to reign. 

All glory to the Son  
who comes to set us free,  
with Father, Spirit, ever One,  
through all eternity.


