
Words of Hymns July 11th 
 

Thy Kingdom come on bended knee 
 

"Thy kingdom come!" on bended knee 
the passing ages pray; 
and faithful souls have yearned to see 
on earth that kingdom's day. 
 

But the slow watches of the night 
not less to God belong; 
and for the everlasting right 
the silent stars are strong. 
 

And lo, already on the hills 
the flags of dawn appear; 
gird up your loins, ye prophet souls, 
proclaim the day is near: 
 

The day in whose clear shining light 
all wrong shall stand revealed, 
when justice shall be throned in might, 
and every heart be healed; 
 

When knowledge, hand in hand with peace, 
shall walk the earth abroad; 
the day of perfect righteousness, 
the promised day of God. 
 

Lord, bring the day to pass 
 

Lord, bring the day to pass 
when forest, rock and hill, 
the beasts, the birds, the grass, 
will know your finished will: 
when we attain our destiny 
and nature lives in harmony. 
 

Forgive our careless use 
of water, ore and soil-- 
the plenty we abuse 
supplied by others' toil: 
save us from making self our creed, 
turn us towards each other's need. 
 

Give us, when we release 
creation's secret powers, 
to harness them for peace-- 
our children's peace and ours: 
teach us the art of mastering 
in servant form, which draws death's sting. 
 

Creation groans, travails, 
futile its present plight, 
bound till the hour it hails 
God's children born of light, 

who enter on their true estate. 
Come, Lord: new heavens and earth create. 
 

On Jordan’s bank 
 
On Jordan’s bank the Baptist’s cry 
Announces that the Lord is nigh; 
Come, then, and hearken, for he brings 
Glad tidings from the King of kings! 
 
Then cleansed be every Christian breast  
And furnished for so great a guest 
Yea, let us each our hearts prepare 
For Christ to come and enter there. 
 
For Thou art our Salvation, Lord, 
Our Refuge, and our great Reward. 
Without Thy grace our souls must fade 
And wither like a flower decayed. 
 
Stretch forth Thine hand, to heal our sore, 
And make us rise to fall no more; 
Once more upon Thy people shine, 
And fill the world with love divine. 
 
All praise eternal Son to Thee 
Whose advent sets they people free 
Whom with the Father we adore 
And Spirit, blest for evermore 
 
O for a thousand tongues.  
 
O for a thousand tongues to sing 
My dear Redeemer’s praise, 
The glories of my God and King, 
The triumphs of His grace 
 
Jesus! the name that charms our fears, 
That bids our sorrows cease; 
’Tis music in the sinner’s ears, 
 ’Tis life, and health, and peace. 
 
He speaks, and, listening to His voice, 
New life the dead receive, 
The mournful, broken hearts rejoice, 
The humble poor believe. 
 
My gracious Master and my God, 
Assist me to proclaim, 
To spread through all the earth abroad, 
The honours of Thy name 
 


