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At the name of Jesus 
Every knee shall bow, 
Every tongue confess Him 
Kin of glory now; 
‘Tis the Father’s pleasure 
We should call Him Lord, 
Who from the beginning 
Was the mighty Word. 
 
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. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Great is the darkness that covers the 
earth, 
Oppression, injustice and pain. 
Nations are slipping in hopeless despair, 
Though many have come in Your name. 
Watching while sanity dies, 
Touched by the madness and lies. 
 

Come, Lord Jesus, come, Lord Jesus, 
Pour out Your Spirit we pray. 
Come, Lord Jesus, come, Lord Jesus, 
Pour out Your Spirit on us today. 

 
May now Your church rise with power and 
love, 
This glorious gospel proclaim, 
In every nation salvation will come 
To those who believe in Your name. 
Help us bring light to this world 
That we might speed Your return.  
 
Great celebrations on that final day 
When out of the heavens You come 
Darkness will vanish, all sorrow will end, 
And rulers will bow at Your throne. 
Our great commission complete, 
Then face to face we shall meet. 
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As the deer pants for the water, 
So my soul longs after You. 
You alone are my heart’s desire 
And I long  to worship You. 
 

You alone are my strength, my shield, 
To You alone may my spirit yield. 
You alone are my heart’s desire 
And I long to worship You. 

 
I want you more than gold or silver, 
Only you can satisfy. 
You alone are the real joy-giver 
And the apple of my eye. 
 
You’re my Friend and You are my Brother, 
Even though You are a King. 
I love you more than any other, 
So much more than anything. 
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