
All Hail the Power of Jesus Name 

 
1 All hail the power of Jesus’ name! 

Let angels prostrate fall; 

Bring forth the royal diadem, 

And crown him Lord of all; 

Bring forth the royal diadem, 

And crown him Lord of all. 

 

2 Crown him, ye martyrs of your God, 

Who from his altar call; 

Extol the Stem of Jesse’s rod, 

And crown him Lord of all; 

Extol the Stem of Jesse’s rod, 

And crown him Lord of all. 

 

3 Ye seed of Israel’s chosen race, 

Ye ransomed of the fall, 

Hail him who saves you by his grace,  

And crown him Lord of all; 

Hail him who saves you by his grace,  

And crown him Lord of all. 

 

4 Sinners, whose love can ne’er forget 

The wormwood and the gall, 

Go, spread your trophies at his feet, 

And crown him Lord of all; 

Go, spread your trophies at his feet, 

And crown him Lord of all. 

 

5 Let ev’ry kindred, ev’ry tribe, 

On this terrestrial ball, 

To him all majesty ascribe, 

And crown him Lord of all; 

To him all majesty ascribe, 

And crown him Lord of all. 

 

6 O that with yonder sacred throng 

We at his feet may fall; 

We’ll join the everlasting song, 

And crown him Lord of all; 

We’ll join the everlasting song, 

And crown him Lord of all. 

Great King of Nations,  

Hear Our Prayer 

 
1 Great King of nations, hear our prayer, 

While at your feet we fall, 

And humbly, with united cry, 

To you for mercy call. 

 

2 The guilt is ours, but grace is yours, 

O turn us not away; 

But hear us from your lofty throne, 

And help us when we pray.  

 

3 Our fathers’ sins were manifold,  

And ours no less we own, 

Yet wondrously from age to age 

Your goodness has been shown. 

 

4 When dangers, like a stormy sea, 

Best our country round, 

To you we looked, to you we cried, 

And help in you was found. 

 

5 With one consent we meekly bow 

Beneath your chast’ning hand, 

And pouring forth confession meet, 

Mourn with our mourning land.  

 

6 With pitying eye behold our need, 

As thus we lift our prayer; 

Correct us with your judgments, Lord, 

Then let your mercy spare. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Comfort, Comfort Ye My People 

 
1 Comfort, comfort ye my people, 

Speak, ye peace, thus saith our God; 

Comfort those who sit in darkness, 

Mourning ‘neath their sorrow’s load. 

Speak ye to Jerusalem  

of the peace that waits for them; 

Tell her that her sins I cover, 

And her warfare now is over. 

 

2 Yea, her sins our God will pardon, 

Blotting out each dark misdeed; 

All that well deserved his anger 

He no more will see or heed. 

She hath suffered many a day,  

now her griefs have passed away; 

God will change her pining sadness 

Into every springing gladness. 

 

3 For the herald’s voice is crying 

In the desert far and near, 

Bidding all men to repentance, 

Since the kingdom now is here. 

O that warning cry obey! 

Now prepare for God away; 

Let the valleys rise to meet him, 

And the hills bow down to greet him. 

 

4 Make ye straight what long was crooked, 

Make the rougher places plain; 

Let your hearts be true and humble,  

As befits his holy reign. 

For the glory of the Lord 

Now o’er earth is shed abroad; 

And all flesh shall see the token, 

That his word is never broken. 

 

 


