
  

All creatures of our God and King 
recorded remotely by the Choral Scholars of St Martin-in-the-Fields in their homes, 
and edited together. 

1 All creatures of our God and King 
 lift up your voice and with us sing, 
 Alleluia, alleluia. 
 Thou burning sun with golden beam, 
 thou silver moon with softer gleam, 
 O praise him, O praise him,  
 alleluia, alleluia, alleluia.  
  
2 Thou rushing wind that art so strong, 
 ye clouds that sail in heaven along, 
 O praise him, alleluia. 
 Thou rising morn, in praise rejoice, 
 ye lights of evening, find a voice; 
 Chorus  
 
3 Thou flowing water, pure and clear, 
 make music for thy Lord to hear, 
 Alleluia, alleluia. 
 Thou fire so masterful and bright, 
 that givest us both warmth and light: 
 Chorus  
 
4 Let all things their creator bless, 
 and worship him in humbleness; 
 O praise him, alleluia. 
 Praise, praise the Father, praise the Son, 
 and praise the Spirit, Three in One; 
 Chorus  

William Henry Draper (1855-1933)  
based on Laudato sii, O me signore St Francis of Assisi's Canticle of the Sun 

 



 

Sing of the Lord’s goodness 
sung by St Martin’s Voices 

1 Sing of the Lord's goodness, Father of all wisdom, 
 come to him and bless his name.  
 Mercy he has shown us, his love is for ever,  
 faithful to the end of days. 
 Come, then, all you nations, sing of your Lord's goodness,  
 melodies of praise and thanks to God.  
 Ring out the Lord's glory, praise him with your music,  
 worship him and bless his name.  
 
2 Power he has wielded, honour is his garment, 
 risen from the snares of death. 
 His word he has spoken, one bread he has broken, 
 new life he now gives to all.  
 Chorus  
 
3 Courage in our darkness, comfort in our sorrow, 
 Spirit of our God most high; 
 solace for the weary, pardon for the sinner, 
 splendour of the living God. 
 Chorus  
 
4 Praise him with your singing, praise him with the trumpet, 
 praise God with the lute and harp; 
 praise him with the cymbals, praise him with your dancing 
 praise God till the end of days. 
 Chorus  
 

Ernest Sands (born 1949) 
© 1981 Ernest Sands, published by OCP Publications, 5536 NE Hassalo Portland OR 97213.  
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Fill your hearts with joy and gladness 
recorded remotely by the Choral Scholars of St Martin-in-the-Fields in their homes, 
and edited together. 

1 Fill your hearts with joy and gladness, 
 sing and praise your God and mine! 
 Great the Lord in love and wisdom, 
 might and majesty divine! 
 He who framed the starry heavens 
 knows and names them as they shine! 
 
2 Praise the Lord, his people, praise him! 
 Wounded souls his comfort know; 
 those who fear him find his mercies, 
 peace for pain and joy for woe; 
 humble hearts are high exalted, 
 human pride and power laid low. 
 
3 Praise the Lord for times and seasons, 
 cloud and sunshine, wind and rain; 
 spring to melt the snows of winter 
 till the waters flow again; 
 grass upon the mountain pastures, 
 golden valleys thick with grain. 
 
4 Fill your hearts with joy and gladness, 
 peace and plenty crown your days; 
 love his laws, declare his judgments, 
 walk in all his words and ways; 
 he the Lord and we his children: 
 praise the Lord, all people, praise! 

 
Timothy Dudley-Smith (b.1926) from Psalm 147 
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For the fruits of his creation 
sung by St Martin’s Voices 

For the fruits of his creation, 
Thanks be to God. 
For his gifts to every nation  
Thanks be to God. 
For the ploughing, sowing, reaping, 
Silent growth while we are sleeping, 
Future need in earth safe keeping, 
Thanks be to God. 

In the just reward of labour, 
God’s will is done. 
In the help we give our neighbour, 
God’s will is done. 
In our worldwide task of caring, 
For the hungry and despairing, 
In the harvests we are sharing, 
God’s will is done. 

For the harvests of the Spirit, 
Thanks be to God. 
For the good we all inherit, 
Thanks be to God. 
For the wonders that astound us, 
For the truths that still confound us, 
Most of all, 
That love has found us, 
Thanks be to God. 

Fred Pratt Green 1970


