
   1  Hail to the Lord's Anointed, 
   great David's greater Son !  
  hail, in the time appointed, 
   his reign on earth begun !  
  He comes to break oppression, 
   to set the captive free, 
  to take away transgression, 
   and rule in equity. 

   2  He comes with succour speedy 
   to those who suffer wrong ;  
  to help the poor and needy, 
   and bid the weak be strong ;  
  to give them songs for sighing, 
   their darkness turn to light, 
  whose souls, condemned and dying, 
   were precious in his sight. 

   3  He shall come down like showers 
   upon the fruitful earth, 
  and love, joy, hope, like flowers, 
   spring in his path to birth :  
  before him on the mountains 
   shall peace, the herald, go ;  
  and righteousness in fountains 
   from hill to valley flow. 

   4  Kings shall bow down before him, 
   and gold and incense bring ;  
  all nations shall adore him, 
   his praise all people sing :  
  to him shall prayer unceasing 
   and daily vows ascend ;  
  his kingdom still increasing, 
   a kingdom without end. 

* 5  O'er every foe victorious, 
   he on his throne shall rest ;  
  from age to age more glorious, 
   all-blessing and all-blest :  
  the tide of time shall never 
   his covenant remove ;  
  his name shall stand for ever, 
   his changeless name of love. 

James Montgomery (1771–1854) based on Psalm 72 

 

   1   Breathe on me, Breath of God, 
   fill me with life anew, 
  that I may love what thou dost love, 
   and do what thou wouldst do. 

   2   Breathe on me, Breath of God, 
   until my heart is pure ;  
  until with thee I will one will, 
   to do and to endure. 

   3   Breathe on me, Breath of God, 
   till I am wholly thine ;  
  until this earthly part of me 
   glows with thy fire divine. 

   4   Breathe on me, Breath of God :  
   so shall I never die, 
  but live with thee the perfect life 
   of thine eternity. 

Edwin Hatch (1835–1889) 

 

   1  Longing for light, we wait in darkness. 

  Longing for truth, we turn to you. 

  Make us your own, your holy people, 

   light for the world to see. 

   Christ, be our light !  

   Shine in our hearts. Shine through the darkness. 

   Christ, be our light !  

   Shine in your church gathered today. 

   2  Longing for peace, our world is troubled. 

  Longing for hope, many despair. 

  Your word alone has power to save us. 

   Make us your living voice. 

   3  Longing for food, many are hungry. 

  Longing for water, many still thirst. 

  Make us your bread, broken for others, 

   shared until all are fed. 

   4  Longing for shelter, many are homeless. 

  Longing for warmth, many are cold. 

  Make us your building, sheltering others, 

   walls made of living stone. 

   5  Many the gifts, many the people, 

  many the hearts that yearn to belong. 

  Let us be servants to one another, 

   making your kingdom come. 
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   1  ‘Lift up your hearts ! ' We lift them, Lord, to thee ;  

   here at thy feet none other may we see :  

  ‘lift up your hearts ! ' E'en so, with one accord, 

   we lift them up, we lift them to the Lord. 

   2  Above the level of the former years, 

   the mire of sin, the slough of guilty fears, 

  the mist of doubt, the blight of love's decay, 

   O Lord of light, lift all our hearts to-day. 

   3  Above the swamps of subterfuge and shame, 

   the deeds, the thoughts, that honour may not 

name, 

  the halting tongue that dares not tell the whole, 

   O Lord of truth, lift every Christian soul. 

   4  Lift every gift that thou thyself hast given :  

   low lies the best till lifted up to heaven ;  

  low lie the bounding heart, the teeming brain, 

   till, sent from God, they mount to God again. 

   5  Then, as the trumpet-call in after years, 

   ‘Lift up your hearts ! ' rings pealing in our ears, 

  still shall those hearts respond with full accord, 

   ‘We lift them up, we lift them to the Lord ! ’ 

Henry Montagu Butler (1833–1918) 


