
  

 

Let all the world in every corner sing 
sung by the Choral Scholars of St Martin-in-the-Fields 

1 Let all the world in every corner sing: 
 My God and King! 
 The heavens are not too high, 
 his praise may thither fly; 
 the earth is not too low, 
 his praises there may grow. 
 Let all the world in every corner sing: 
 My God and King! 
 
2 Let all the world in every corner sing: 
 My God and King! 
 The church with psalms must shout, 
 no door can keep them out; 
 but above all, the heart 
 must bear the longest part. 
 Let all the world in every corner sing: 
 My God and King! 

 
George Herbert (1593-1633) 
 
 



 

There's a wideness in God's mercy 
Sung by the St Martin’s Voices 

Verse 1 
There's a wideness in God's mercy,  
like the wideness of the sea.  
There's a kindness in his justice,  
which is more than liberty.  
There is no place where earth's sorrows  
are more felt than up in heaven.  
There is no place where earth's failings  
have such kindly judgment given.  
  
Verse 2 
For the love of God is broader  
than the measures of the mind, 
and the heart of the eternal  
is most wonderfully kind.  
But we make his love too narrow,  
by false limits of our own,  
and we magnify his strictness  
with a zeal he would not own.  
  
Verse 3 
There is plentiful redemption  
in the blood that has been shed,  
there is joy for all the members  
in the sorrows of the head.   
There is grace enough for thousands 
of new worlds as great as this;  
there is room for fresh creations  
in that upper home of bliss.  

If our love were but more simple,  
we should take him at his word;  
and our lives would be all gladness  
in the joy of Christ our Lord. 

Fredrick William Faber (1814-1863) 
 



  

King of kings, majesty 
sung by the Choral Scholars of St Martin-in-the-Fields 
 

1 King of kings, majesty, 
 God of heaven living in me, 
 gentle Saviour, closest friend, 
 strong deliverer, beginning and end, 
 all within me falls at your throne. 
 Your majesty, I can but bow,  
 I lay my all before you now.  
 In royal robes I don't deserve  
 I live to serve your majesty,  
 I live to serve your majesty.  
  
2 Earth and heaven worship you, 
 love eternal, faithful and true, 
 who bought the nations, ransomed souls, 
 brought this sinner near to your throne; 
 all within me cries out in praise. 
 Chorus  
 
Jarrod Cooper  
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The Kingdom of God is justice and joy 
sung by the Choral Scholars of St Martin-in-the-Fields - just verse 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. 

Bryn Reese (1911- 1983) © Alexander Scott 



  

Lord, enthroned in heavenly splendour 
Sung by the St Martin’s Voices 

 Lord, enthroned in heavenly splendour, 
 first begotten from the dead, 
 thou alone, our strong defender, 
 liftest up thy people's head. 
 Alleluia, alleluia 
 Jesus, true and living bread! 
 
2. Here our humblest homage pay we; 
 here in loving reverence bow; 
 here for faith's discernment pray we, 
 lest we fail to know thee now. 
 Alleluia, alleluia 
 thou art here: we ask not how. 
 
3.  Though the lowliest form doth veil 
 thee as of old in Bethlehem, 
 here as there thine angels hail thee, 
 branch and flower of Jesse's stem. 
 Alleluia, alleluia, 
 we in worship join with them. 
 
4.  Paschal Lamb, thine offering finished 
 once for all when thou wast slain, 
 in its fullness undiminished 
 shall forevermore remain, 
 Alleluia, alleluia 
 cleansing souls from every stain. 
 
5.  Life imparting heavenly manna, 
 stricken rock with streaming side, 
 heaven and earth with loud hosanna 
 worship thee, the Lamb who died. 
 Alleluia, alleluia, 
 risen, ascended, glorified! 

 George Hugh Bourne (1840-1925) 
. 



 

King of Glory – Grayston Ives   
sung by the Choral Scholars of St Martin-in-the-Fields 

King of glory, King of peace, I will love thee; 
and, that love may never cease, I will move thee. 
Thou hast granted my request, thou hast heard me; 
thou didst note my working breast, thou hast spared me. 
Wherefore with my utmost art I will sing thee, 
and the cream of all my heart I will bring thee.  
Though my sins against me cried, thou didst clear me;  
and alone, when they replied, thou didst hear me. 
Seven whole days, not one in seven, I will praise thee; 
in my heart, though not in heaven, I can raise thee.  
Small it is in this poor sort to enrol thee; 
e’en eternity’s too short to extol thee.  

George Herbert (1593-1633) 

1 Praise, my soul, the King of heaven, 
to his feet your tribute bring; 
ransomed, healed, restored, forgiven, 
who like you 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 as ever, 
slow to blame and swift to bless; 
Alleluia, alleluia! 
glorious in his faithfulness. 

3 Father-like, he tends and spares us, 
All our hopes and fears 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; 
you behold him face to face; 
sun and moon, bow down before him, 
praise him all in time and space. 
Alleluia, alleluia! 
praise with us the God of grace. 

Henry Francis Lyte (1793-1847) 
(adapted) Based on Psalm 103


