
Hymns and Songs - 10th December, 2023

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 thy own eternal Spirit,
rule in all our hearts alone:
be thy all-sufficient merit,
raise us to thy glorious throne.

Psalm 84

O how amiable are thy dwellings: thou Lord 
of hosts!
My soul hath a desire and longing to enter 
into the courts of the Lord: my heart and my 
flesh rejoice in the living God.
Yea, the sparrow hath found her an house, 
and the swallow a nest where she may lay 
her young: even thy altars, O Lord of hosts, 
my King and my God.
Blessed are they that dwell in thy house: 
they will be alway praising thee.
Blessed is the man whose strength is in 
thee: in whose heart are thy ways.
Who going through the vale of misery use it 
for a well: and the pools are filled with 
water.
They will go from strength to strength: and 
unto the God of gods appeareth every one 
of them in Sion.
O Lord God of hosts, hear my prayer: 
hearken, O God of Jacob.
Behold, O God our Defender: and look 
upon the face of thine Anointed.
For one day in thy courts: is better than a 
thousand.
I had rather be a door-keeper in the house 
of my God: than to dwell in the tents of 
ungodliness.
For the Lord God is a light and defence: the 
Lord will give grace and worship, and no 
good thing shall he withhold from them that 
live a godly life.

O Lord God of hosts: blessed is the man 
that putteth his trust in thee.
Glory be to the Father, and to the Son, and 
to the Holy Ghost.
As it was in the beginning, is now and ever 
shall be, world without end. Amen.

On Jordan’s bank the Baptist’s cry
Announces that the Lord is nigh;
Awake, and hearken, for he brings
Glad tidings of the King of kings.

Then cleansed be every breast from sin;
Make straight the way for God within;
Prepare we in our hearts a home,
Where such a mighty guest may come.

For thou art our salvation, Lord,
Our refuge, and our great reward;
Without thy grace we waste away,
Like flowers that wither and decay.

To heal the sick stretch out thine hand,
And bid the fallen sinner stand;
Shine forth, and let thy light restore
Earth’s own true loveliness once more.

All praise, eternal Son, to thee
Whose advent doth thy people free,
Whom with the Father we adore
And Holy Ghost for evermore.

Thy kingdom come! on bended knee
the passing ages pray;
and faithful souls have yearned to see
on earth that kingdom’s day.

But the slow watches of the night
not less to God belong;
and for the everlasting right
the silent stars are strong.

And lo, already on the hills
the flags of dawn appear;
gird up your loins, ye prophet souls,
proclaim the day is near.

The day in whose clear-shining light
all wrong shall stand revealed,
when justice shall be throned in might,
and every hurt be healed;

When knowledge, hand in hand with peace,
shall walk the earth abroad:
the day of perfect righteousness,
the promised day of God.



Wait for the Lord,
whose day is near.
Wait for the Lord,
keep watch, take heart.

Go, tell it on the mountain,
over the hills and everywhere.
Go, tell it on the mountain
that Jesus Christ is born.

While shepherds kept their watching
o’er wandering flocks by night,
behold, from out of heaven,
there shone a holy light.

Go, tell it on the mountain,
over the hills and everywhere.
Go, tell it on the mountain
that Jesus Christ is born.

And lo, when they had seen it,
they all bowed down and prayed;
they travelled on together
to where the babe was laid.

Go, tell it on the mountain,
over the hills and everywhere.
Go, tell it on the mountain
that Jesus Christ is born.

When I was a seeker,
I sought both night and day:
I asked my Lord to help me
and he showed me the way.

Go, tell it on the mountain,
over the hills and everywhere.
Go, tell it on the mountain
that Jesus Christ is born.

He made me a watchman
upon the city wall,
and, if I am a Christian,
I am the least of all.

Go, tell it on the mountain,
over the hills and everywhere.
Go, tell it on the mountain
that Jesus Christ is born.


