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#126 

On Jordan’s bank the Baptist’s cry 
announces that the Lord is nigh; 

awake and hearken, for he brings 
glad tidings of the King of Kings. 

 
Then cleansed be every breast from sin; 
make straight the way for God within; 

prepare we in our hearts a home 
where such a mighty guest may come. 

 
For thou art our salvation, Lord, 

our refuge and our great reward; 
without thy grace, we waste away, 
like flowers that wither and decay. 

 
To heal the sick, stretch out thine hand, 

and bid the fallen sinner stand; 
shine forth and let thy light restore 

earth’s own true loveliness once more. 
 

All praise, eternal Son, to thee, 
whose advent sets thy people free, 
whom, with the Father, we adore, 

and Holy Spirit, evermore. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



#128 
There's a voice in the wilderness crying,  

a call from the ways untrod:  
prepare in the desert a highway,  

a highway for our God!  
The valleys shall be exalted,  
the lofty hills brought low;  

make straight all the crooked places  
where the Lord our God may go!  

 
O Zion, that bringest good tidings,  

go up to the heights and sing!  
Proclaim to a desolate people  

the coming of their King.  
Like the flowers of the field they perish, 

 like grass our works decay,  
the power and pomp of nations  

shall pass like a dream away,  
 

but the word of our God is steadfast; 
the arm of the Lord is strong;  

God stands in the midst of nations,  
and soon will right the wrong.  

God shall feed the flock like a shepherd,  
the lambs will gently hold,  

to pastures of peace will lead them,  
and bring them safe to the fold. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
#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. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

#732 
O day of peace that dimly shines 

through all our hopes and prayers and dreams, 
guide us to justice, truth, and love, 
delivered from our selfish schemes. 

 
May swords of hate fall from our hands, 

our hearts from envy find release, 
till by God's grace our warring world 

shall see Christ's promised reign of peace. 
 

Then shall the wolf dwell with the lamb, 
nor shall the fierce devour the small; 

as beasts and cattle calmly graze, 
a little child shall lead them all. 

 
Then enemies shall learn to love, 

all creatures find their true accord; 
the hope of peace shall be fulfilled, 

for all the earth shall know the Lord. 
 


