At the name of Jesus

1 At the name of Jesus 7 Surely, this Lord Jesus

every knee shall bow, shall return again,

every tongue confess him with his Father's glory,
King of glory now: with his angel train;

"tis the Father's pleasure for all wreaths of empire
we should call him Lord, meet upon his brow,

who from the beginning and our hearts confess him
was the mighty Word. King of glory now.

* 2 At his voice creation
sprang at once to sight,
all the angel faces,
all the hosts of light,
thrones and dominations,
stars upon their way,
all the heavenly orders,
in their great array.

3 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, To reach out and touch him
when from death he passed:

Open our Eyes, Lord

Open our eyes, Lord, we want to see Jesus,

And say that we love him;

Open our ears, Lord, and help us to listen;
5 Name him, Christians, name him,

with love strong as death, Open our eyes, Lord, we want to see Jesus
but with awe and wonder

and with bated breath:
he is God the Saviour,

he is Christ the Lord,
ever to be worshipped,

trusted, and adored.



Be thou my vision

1

Be thou my vision, O Lord of my heart,

be all else but naught to me, save that thou art;
be thou my best thought in the day and the night,
both waking and sleeping, thy presence my light.

Be thou my wisdom, be thou my true word,
be thou ever with me, and | with thee, Lord;
be thou my great Father, and | thy true son;
be thou in me dwelling, and | with thee one.

Be thou my breastplate, my sword for the fight;

be thou my whole armour, be thou my true might;

be thou my soul's shelter, be thou my strong tower:

O raise thou me heavenward, great Power of my power.

Riches | heed not, nor man's empty praise:

be thou mine inheritance now and always;
be thou and thou only the first in my heart;

O Sovereign of heaven, my treasure thou art.

High King of heaven, thou heaven's bright Sun,

O grant me its joys after victory is won;

great Heart of my own heart, whatever befall,

still be thou my vision, O Ruler of all.

From heaven you came

1 From heaven you came, helpless babe,
entered our world, your glory veiled;

not to be served, but to serve,
and give your life that we might live.

This is our God, the Servant King,
he calls us now to follow him,

to bring our lives as a daily offering
of worship to the Servant King.

2 Therein the garden of tears,
my heavy load he chose to bear;
his heart with sorrow was torn,
‘Yet not my will but yours,” he said.

3 Come, see his hands and his feet,
the scars that speak of sacrifice,
hands that flung stars into space
to cruel nails surrendered.

4 Solet us learn how to serve,
and in our lives enthrone him;
each other’s needs to prefer,
for it is Christ we’re serving.



