
1. Who would true valour  see  
let him in come hither; 
One here will constant be, 
Come wind, come weather; 
There's no discouragement 
shall make him once relent 
his first avowed intent 
to be a pilgrim. 
 
2.  Who so beset him round 
with dismal stories, 
do but themselves confound  
his strength the more is. 
No lion can him fright: 
He’ll with a giant fight, 
But he will have the  right 
to be a pilgrim. 
 
3.  Hobgoblin nor foul fiend 
can daunt his spirit, 
he  knows  he at the end 
shall life inherit. 
Then fancies fly away! 
He’ll not fear what men say, 
He’ll  labour night and day 
to be a pilgrim. 
 
         ***************** 
 
1.  Jesus, where'er thy people meet, 
there they behold thy mercy-seat; 
where'er they seek thee thou art 
found, 
and every place is hallowed ground. 
 
2.  For thou, within no walls confined, 
inhabitest the humble mind; 
such ever bring thee when they come, 
and, going, take thee to their home. 
 
3.  Dear Shepherd of thy chosen few, 
thy former mercies here renew; 

here to our waiting hearts proclaim 
the sweetness of thy saving name. 
 
4.  Here may we prove the power of 
prayer 
to strengthen faith and sweeten care, 
to teach our faint desires to rise, 
and bring all heaven before our eyes. 
 
5.  Lord, we are few, but thou art near; 
nor short thine arm, nor deaf thine 
ear: 
O rend the heavens, come quickly 
down, 
and make a thousand hearts thine 
own! 
 
                ********************* 
 
1.  Father, hear the prayer we oƯer: 
not for ease that prayer shall be, 
but for strength that we may ever 
live our lives courageously. 
 
2.  Not for ever in green pastures 
do we ask our way to be; 
but the steep and rugged pathway 
may we tread rejoicingly. 
 
3.  Not for ever by still waters 
would we idly rest and stay; 
but would smite the living fountains 
from the rocks along our way. 
 
4.  Be our strength in hours of 
weakness, 
in our wanderings be our guide; 
through endeavour, failure, danger, 
Father, be thou at our side. 
 
 
 



1.  At the name of Jesus 
every knee shall bow, 
every tongue confess him 
King of glory now: 
'tis the Father's pleasure 
we should call him Lord, 
who, from the beginning, 
was the mighty Word. 
 
2.  At his voice creation 
sprang at once to sight, 
all the angel faces, 
all the hosts of light, 
thrones and dominations, 
stars upon their way, 
all the heavenly orders, 
in their great array. 
 
3.  Humbled for a season, 
to receive a name 
from the lips of sinners 
unto whom he came, 
faithfully he bore it 
spotless to the last, 
brought it back victorious, 
when from death he passed: 
 
4.  Bore it up triumphant 
with its human light, 
through all ranks of creatures, 
to the central height, 
to the throne of Godhead, 
to the Father's breast; 
filled it with the glory, 
of that perfect rest. 
 
5.  Name him, Christians, name him, 
with love strong as death, 
but with awe and wonder 
and with bated breath: 
he is God the Saviour, 
he is Christ the Lord, 

ever to be worshipped, 
trusted, and adored. 
 
6.  In your hearts enthrone him; 
there let him subdue 
all that is not holy, 
all that is not true: 
crown him as your Captain 
in temptation's hour; 
let his will enfold you 
in its light and power. 
 
7.  Surely, this Lord Jesus 
shall return again, 
with his Father's glory, 
with his angel train; 
for all wreaths of empire 
meet upon his brow, 
and our hearts confess him 
King of glory now. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 


