
King of glory, King of peace 
recorded remotely by the Choral Scholars of St Martin-in-the-Fields in their 
homes, and edited together. 

1 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. 
 
2 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. 
 
3 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) 



Father, hear the prayer we offer 
sung by St Martin’s Voices 

1 Father, hear the prayer we offer: 
 not for ease that prayer shall be, 
 but for strength that we may ever 
 live our lives courageously. 
 
2 Not for ever in green pastures 
 do we ask our way to be; 
 but the steep and rugged pathway 
 may we tread rejoicingly. 
 
3 Not for ever by still waters 
 would we idly rest and stay; 
 but would smite the living fountains 
 from the rocks along our way. 
 
4 Be our strength in hours of weakness, 
 in our wanderings be our guide; 
 through endeavour, failure, danger, 
 Father, be thou at our side. 

 
Love Maria Willis (nee Whitcomb) (1824-1908), Samuel Longfellow (1819-1892) 



Lead us, heavenly Father, lead us 
sung by St Martin’s Voices 

1 Lead us, heavenly Father, lead us 
 o'er the world's tempestuous sea; 
 guard us, guide us, keep us, feed us 
 for we have no help but thee; 
 yet possessing every blessing, 
 if our God our Father be. 
 
2 Saviour, breathe forgiveness o'er us; 
 all our weakness thou dost know; 
 thou didst tread this earth before us, 
 thou didst feel its keenest woe; 
 self denying, death defying, 
 thou to Calvary didst go. 
 
3 Spirit of our God, descending, 
 fill our hearts with heavenly joy, 
 love with every passion blending, 
 pleasure that can never cloy: 
 thus provided, pardoned, guided, 
 nothing can our peace destroy. 

 
James Edmeston (1791-1867) 


