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2 Crown Him With Many Crowns

4.

Crown Him the Lord of Heaven: 

One with the Father known,

One with the Spirit through Him given 

From yonder glorious throne.

To Thee be endless praise

For Thou for us hast died;

Be Thou, O Lord, through endless days 

Adored and magnified.

5.

Crown Him the Lord of years:

The potentate of time,

Creator of the rolling spheres,

Ineffably sublime.

All hail, Redeemer, hail!

For Thou hast died for me;

Thy praise and glory shall not fail

Throughout eternity.


