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#129 
Prepare the way, O Zion, 

your Christ is drawing near! 
Let every hill and valley 

a level way appear. 
Greet One who comes in glory, 

foretold in sacred story. 
Oh blest is Christ that came 

in God's most holy name. 
  

He brings God's rule, O Zion; 
he comes from heaven above. 
His rule is peace and freedom, 

and justice, truth, and love. 
Lift high your praise resounding, 

for grace and joy abounding. 
Oh blest is Christ that came 

in God's most holy name. 
  

Fling wide your gates, O Zion; 
your Saviour's rule embrace. 

and tidings of salvation 
proclaim in every place. 

All lands will bow rejoicing, 
their adoration voicing. 

Oh blest is Christ that came 
in God's most holy name. 

 
 
 
 



# 113 
Comfort, comfort you my people; 
tell of peace, thus says our God; 

comfort those who sit in darkness 
bowed beneath oppression’s load. 

Speak you to Jerusalem 
of the peace that waits for them; 
tell them that their sins I cover, 
and their warfare now is over. 

 

For the herald’s voice is calling 
in the desert far and near, 

bidding us to make repentance 
since the kingdom now is here. 

Oh the warning cry obey! 
Now prepare for God away; 

let the valleys rise in meeting 
and the hills bow down in greeting. 

 

Make you straight what long was crooked; 
make the rougher places plain; 

let your hearts be true and humble, 
as befits God’s holy reign, 
for the glory of the Lord 

now o’er earth is shed abroad, 
and all flesh shall see the token 
that God’s word is never broken 

 
 
 

#830 – Doxology 
Praise God from whom all blessings flow; 

praise him all creatures here below; 
praise him above, ye heavenly host; 
praise Father, Son and Holy Ghost. 



 
# 118 

Hark the glad sound! The Saviour comes, 
the Saviour promised long; 

let every heart prepare a throne, 
and every voice a song! 

 
You come the prisoners to release 

in Satan’s bondage held; 
the gates of brass before you burst, 

the iron feters yield. 
 

You come the broken heart to bind, 
the wounded soul to cure, 

to bring the treasures of God’s grace, 
good tidings for the poor. 

 

Our glad hosannas, Prince of Peace, 
your welcome shall proclaim, 

and heaven’s eternal arches ring 
with your most honoured name. 

 

 
 
 
 
 

Credits  
# 129 
Words: Frans M. Franzen (1771-1847) 
Music: Then Swenska Psalmboken 1667 
Tune: Bereden vag for herran 
 
#113 
Words: Johannes Olearius (1611-84) 
Eng: Catherine Winkworth (1827-78) 
Music: Genevan Psalter 
Tune: Genevan 42 

#830 
Words: Thomas Ken (1637-1711) 
Music: Genevan Psalter 1551;  
Tune: Old 100th 
 
#118 
Words: Philip Dodridge (1701-1751) 
Music: Thomas Haweis (1734-1820) 
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