Hymns — 18t January
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1 Crown him with many crowns,
the Lamb upon his throne;
hark, how the heavenly anthem
drowns
all music but its own!
Awake, my soul, and sing
of him who died for thee,
and hail him as thy matchless King
through all eternity.

2 Crown him the Virgin's Son,
the God incarnate born,
whose arm those crimson trophies
won
which now his brow adorn:
Fruit of the mystic Rose,
as of that Rose the Stem;
the Root whence mercy ever flows,
the Babe of Bethlehem.

3 Crown him the Lord of love;
behold his hands and side,
those wounds yet visible above
in beauty glorified:
no angel in the sky
can fully bear that sight,
but downward bends his burning
eye
at mysteries so bright.

4 Crown him the Lord of peace,

whose power a sceptre sways

from pole to pole, that wars may

cease,

and all be prayer and praise:
his reign shall know no end,
and round his pierced feet

fair flowers of paradise extend
their fragrance ever sweet.
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Crown him the Lord of years,

the Potentate of time,

creator of the rolling spheres,
ineffably sublime:
all hail, Redeemer, haill!
for thou hast died for me;

thy praise shall never, never fail
throughout eternity.

Thou, whose almighty word

chaos and darkness heard,
and took their flight;

hear us, we humbly pray,

and where the gospel-day

sheds not its glorious ray,
let there be light.

Thou, who didst come to bring
on thy redeeming wing
healing and sight,
health to the sick in mind,
sight to the inly blind,
O now to all mankind
let there be light.

Spirit of truth and love,

life-giving, holy Dove,
speed forth thy flight;

move on the water's face,

bearing the lamp of grace,

and in earth's darkest place
let there be light.

Holy and blessed Three,
glorious Trinity,

Wisdom, Love, Might;
boundless as ocean's tide
rolling in fullest pride,
through the earth far and wide

let there be light.
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1 Dear Lord and Father of mankind,
forgive our foolish ways;
re-clothe us in our rightful mind,
in purer lives thy service find,
in deeper reverence praise.

2 Insimple trust like theirs who
heard,
beside the Syrian sea,
the gracious calling of the Lord,
let us, like them, without a word
rise up and follow thee.

*3 O Sabbath rest by Galilee!
O calm of hills above,
where Jesus knelt to share with thee
the silence of eternity,
interpreted by love!

4 Drop thy still dews of quietness,
till all our strivings cease;
take from our souls the strain and
stress,
and let our ordered lives confess
the beauty of thy peace.

5 Breathe through the heats of our
desire
thy coolness and thy balm;
let sense be dumb, let flesh retire;
speak through the earthquake, wind,
and fire,
O still small voice of calm.
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1  Will you come and follow me
if I but call your name?
Will you go where you don’t know
and never be the same?
Will you let my love be shown,
will you let my love be known,

will you let my life be grown
in you and you in me?

2 Will you leave yourself behind

if I but call your name?

Will you care for cruel and kind
and never be the same?

Will you risk the hostile stare
should your life attract or scare?

Will you let me answer prayer
in you and you in me?

3 Will you let the blinded see
if | but call your name?
Will you set the prisoners free
and never be the same?
Will you kiss the leper clean,
and do such as this unseen,
and admit to what | mean
in you and you in me?

4  Will you love the ‘you’ you hide

if | but call your name?
Will you quell the fear inside
and never be the same?
Will you use the faith you’ve found
to reshape the world around,
through my sight and touch and
sound
in you and you in me?

5 Lord, your summons echoes true

when you but call my name.

Let me turn and follow you
and never be the same.

In your company I’ll go

where your love and footsteps show.

Thus I'll move and live and grow

in you and you in me.



