
Hymns for Sunday, December 4th, 2022 

CP 103: ON JORDAN’S BANK; SUNG TO CP 103, WINCHESTER NEW 

1 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. 

2 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. 

3 For thou art our salvation, Lord, 
our refuge and our great reward; 

without thy grace we waste away, 
like flowers that wither and decay. 

4 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. 

5 All praise, eternal Son, to thee 
whose advent doth thy people free; 
whom with the Father we adore 
and Holy Ghost for evermore. 

CP 106: THERE’S A VOICE IN THE WILDERNESS CRYING, SUNG TO CP 106, ASCENSION 

1 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! 

2 O Zion, give voice to good tidings, 
ascend to the heights and sing! 
Proclaim to a desolate people 
the coming of their King. 
The works of pride all perish, 
like flowers they shall decay; 
the power and pomp of nations 
shall pass like a dream away. 

3 But your word, O God, is faithful, 
your arm, O Lord, is strong; 
you stand in the midst of nations, 
and you will right the wrong. 
You will feed your flock like a shepherd, 
and fold the lambs to your breast; 
in pastures of peace you’ll lead them, 
and give to the weary rest. 

4 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! 

CP 114: LO HE COMES WITH CLOUDS DESCENDING, SUNG TO CP 114, HELMSLEY 

1 Lo, he comes with clouds descending, 
once for favoured sinners slain; 
thousand thousand saints attending 
swell the triumph of his train: 
hallelujah, hallelujah, hallelujah! 
God appears on earth to reign. 

2 Every eye shall now behold him, 
robed in dreadful majesty; 
all who set at nought and sold him, 
pierced, and nailed him to the tree, 
deeply grieving, deeply grieving,  
     deeply grieving, 
shall the true Messiah see. 

3 Now redemption, long expected, 
see in solemn pomp appear; 
all his saints, on earth rejected, 
thrill the triumph sound to hear: 
hallelujah, hallelujah, hallelujah! 
See the day of God appear! 

4 Yea, amen, let all adore thee, 
high on thine eternal throne; 
Saviour, take the power and glory; 
claim the kingdom for thine own: 
O come quickly! O come quickly! 
     O come quickly! 
Hallelujah! Come, Lord, come! 

 


