
  

 

All glory, laud, and honour 
sung by St Martin’s Voices 
 
 
 All glory, laud and honour  
 to thee, Redeemer, King,  
 to whom the lips of children  
 made sweet hosannas ring.  
1 Thou art the King of Israel, 
 thou David's royal Son, 
 who in the Lord's name comest, 
        the King and blessèd one: 
 Refrain  
 
2 The company of angels 
 are praising thee on high, 
 and mortal men and all things 
 created make reply: 
 Refrain  
 
3 The people of the Hebrews 
 with palms before thee went: 
 our praise and prayer and anthems 
 before thee we present: 
 Refrain  
 
4 To thee before thy passion 
 they sang their hymns of praise: 
 to thee now high exalted 
 our melody we raise: 
 Refrain  
 
5 Thou didst accept their praises, 
 accept the prayers we bring, 
 who in all good delightest, 
 thou good and gracious King: 
 Refrain  
 
 
 
Theodulf of Orleans (c.750-821) translated by John M Neale (1818-1866)  



  
 
 

Lift high the cross 
sung by St Martin’s Voices 
 

 
 

 Lift high the cross, the love of Christ proclaim  
 till all the world adore his sacred name.  
 
1 Come, let us follow where our Captain trod, 
 our King victorious, Christ the Son of God. 
 
2 O Lord, once lifted on the glorious tree, 
 as thou hast promised, draw us unto thee. 
 
3 Let every race and every language tell 
 of him who saves our souls from death and hell. 
 
4 Set up thy throne, that earth's despair may cease 
 beneath the shadow of its healing peace. 
 
5 For thy blest cross which doth for all atone 
 creation's praises rise before thy throne. 
 
 
 
Michael Robert Newbolt (1874-1956), George William Kitchin (1827-1912) 
© Holder untraced 
  



  
 

Ride on, ride on in majesty 
sung by St Martin’s Voices 
 
 

1 Ride on, ride on in majesty! 
 Hark, all the tribes hosanna cry. 
 Thy humble beast pursues his road 
 with palms and scattered garments strowed. 
 
2 Ride on, ride on in majesty! 
 In lowly pomp ride on to die: 
 O Christ, thy triumphs now begin 
 o'er captive death and conquered sin. 
 
3 Ride on, ride on in majesty! 
 the wingèd squadrons of the sky 
 look down with sad and wondering eyes 
 to see the approaching sacrifice. 
 
4 Ride on, ride on in majesty! 
 The last and fiercest strife is nigh: 
 the Father on his sapphire throne 
 awaits his own anointed Son. 
 
5  Ride on, ride on in majesty! 
 in lowly pomp ride on to die; 
 bow thy meek head to mortal pain, 
 then take, O God, thy power, and reign. 
 
 
 
Henry Hart Milman (1791-1868) 
 
 


