
  

The kingdom of God is justice and joy 
recorded remotely by the Choral Scholars of St Martin-in-the-Fields in their 
homes, and edited together. 

1 The kingdom of God is justice and joy, 
 for Jesus restores what sin would destroy; 
 God's power and glory in Jesus we know, 
 and here and hereafter the kingdom shall grow. 
 
2 The kingdom of God is mercy and grace, 
 the captives are freed, the sinners find place, 
 the outcast are welcomed God's banquet to share, 
 and hope is awakened instead of despair. 
 
3 The kingdom of God is challenge and choice, 
 believe the good news, repent and rejoice. 
 His love for us sinners brought Christ to his cross, 
 our crisis of judgement for gain or for loss. 
 
4 God's kingdom is come, the gift and the goal, 
 in Jesus begun, in heaven made whole; 
 the heirs of the kingdom shall answer his call, 
 and all things cry glory to God all in all. 

 
Bryn Rees (1911-1983) 
© Alexander Scott 

Sunday 13th September



 

Be thou my guardian and my guide 
sung by St Martin’s Voices 

1  Be thou my guardian and my guide, 
and hear me when I call; 
let not my slippery footsteps slide, 
and hold me lest I fall. 

2  The world, the flesh, and Satan dwell 
around the path I tread; 
O save me from the snares of hell, 
thou quickener of the dead. 

3  And if I tempted am to sin, 
and outward things are strong, 
do thou, O Lord, keep watch within, 
and save my soul from wrong. 

4  Still let me ever watch and pray, 
and feel that I am frail; 
that if the tempter cross my way, 
yet he may not prevail. 

Isaac Williams (1802-1865)   
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I cannot tell 
sung by St Martin’s Voices 

1 I cannot tell why he, whom angels worship, 
 should set his love upon the sons of men, 
 or why, as Shepherd, he should seek the wanderers, 
 to bring them back, they know not how or when. 
 But this I know, that he was born of Mary, 
 when Bethlehem's manger was his only home, 
 and that he lived at Nazareth and laboured, 
 and so the Saviour, Saviour of the world, is come. 
 
2 I cannot tell how silently he suffered, 
 as with his peace he graced this place of tears, 
 or how his heart upon the cross was broken, 
 the crown of pain to three and thirty years. 
 But this I know, he heals the broken-hearted, 
 and stays our sin, and calms our lurking fear, 
 and lifts the burden from the heavy-laden, 
 for still the Saviour, Saviour of the world, is here. 
 
3 I cannot tell how all the lands shall worship, 
 when, at his bidding, every storm is stilled, 
 or who can say how great the jubilation 
 when every heart with love and joy is filled. 
 But this I know, the skies will thrill with rapture, 
 and myriad, myriad human voices sing, 
 and earth to heaven, and heaven to earth, will answer, 
 at last the Saviour, Saviour of the world, is King. 

William Young Fullerton (1857-1932) 
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Praise my soul, the King of heaven 
sung by St Martin’s Voices 

1 Praise, my soul, the King of heaven; 
 to his feet thy tribute bring; 
 ransomed, healed, restored, forgiven, 
 who like me his praise should sing? 
 Alleluia, alleluia, 
 praise the everlasting King. 
 
2 Praise him for his grace and favour 
 to our fathers in distress; 
 praise him still the same for ever, 
 slow to chide, and swift to bless: 
 Alleluia, alleluia, 
 glorious in his faithfulness. 
 
3 Father-like he tends and spares us; 
 well our feeble frame he knows; 
 in his hands he gently bears us, 
 rescues us from all our foes: 
 Alleluia, alleluia, 
 widely as his mercy flows. 
 
4 Angels, help us to adore him, 
 ye behold him face to face; 
 sun and moon, bow down before him, 
 dwellers all in time and space: 
 Alleluia, alleluia, 
 praise with us the God of grace. 
 

Henry Francis Lyte (1793-1847) 
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Lord, make me an instrument of thy peace – John Rutter 
sung by St Martin’s Voices 

Lord, make me an instrument of thy peace, 
where there is hatred, let me bring love. 
where there is injury, pardon, 
where there is doubt, faith, 
where there is despair, hope, 
where there is darkness, light,  
where there is sadness, joy; 
and all for thy mercy’s sake.  
O divine master, grant that I may not so much seek to be consoled as to be 
console; 
to be understood as to understand; 
to be loved as to love; 
for it is in giving that we receive; 
it is in pardoning that we are pardoned: 
and it is in dying that we are born to eternal life. 

St Francis of Assisi
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