
All Glory, Laud, and Honour 
 

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 blessed One. 

 
2. The company of angels 

Are praising thee on high, 
And mortal men and all things 
Created make reply. 

 
3. The people of the Hebrews 

With palms before thee went; 
Our praise and pray’r and anthems 
Before thee we present. 
 

4. To thee before thy passion 
They sang their hymns of praise; 
To thee now high exalted 
Our melody we raise. 
 

5. Thou didst accept their praises, 
Accept the pray’rs we bring, 
Who in all good delightest, 
Thou good and gracious King. 

 
 



St. Theodulph of Orleans, c.820 
Translation: John Mason Neale, 1816-66 
 
 
 
O Cross of Christ 
 
O Cross of Christ, immortal tree 
On which our Saviour died, 
The world is sheltered by your arms 
That bore the Crucified. 
 
O faithful Cross, you stand unmoved 
While ages run their course; 
Foundation of the universe, 
Creation’s binding force. 
 
Give glory to the risen Christ 
And to his Cross give praise, 
The sign of God’s unfathomed love, 
The hope of all our days. 
 
Text:  The Stanbrook Abbey Hymnal, rev. ed.; c. Stanbrook Abbey 

1974 
Tune: St. Flavian, no. 367  
 
 
Let All Mortal Flesh Keep Silence 
 
Let all mortal flesh keep silence, 
And with fear and trembling stand; 
Ponder nothing earthlyminded, 
For with blessings in his hand 



Christ our God to earth descendeth, 
Our full homage to demand. 
 
King of kings, yet born of Mary, 
As of old on earth he stood, 
Lord of lords in human vesture, 
In the body and the blood 
He will give to all the faithful 
His own self for heav’nly food. 
 
Rank on rank the host of heaven 
Spreads its vanguard on the way, 
As the Light of light descendeth 
From the realms of endless day, 
That the pow’rs of hell may vanish 
As the darkness clears away. 
 
Text: Liturgy of St. James, 5th c.; para. by Gerard Moultrie, 1829-1885 
Tune:  Picardy, 87; French 17 c. 
  
 
Crown Him with Many Crowns 
 
Crown him with many crowns, 
The Lamb upon his throne: 
Hark, how the heav’nly anthem drowns 
All music but its own! 
Awake, my soul, and sing 
Of him who died for thee. 
And hail him as thy matchless King through all eternity. 
 
Crown him the Lord of lords, 
Who over all doth reign, 



Who once on earth, th’incarnate Word, 
For ransomed sinners slain, 
Now lives in realms of light, 
Where saints with angels sing 
Their songs before him day and night, their God, Redeemer, King. 
 
Crown him the Lord of heav’n 
Enthroned in worlds above; 
Crown him the King, to whom is giv’n 
The wondrous name of Love. 
Crown him with many crowns, 
As thrones before him fall, 
Crown him, ye kings, with many crowns, for he is King of all. 
 
 
Text: Rev. 19:12; St. 1 & 3 Matthew Bridges, 1800-1894 
Tune: Diademata, SMD; George Elvey, 1816-1893 
C 1970 Augsburg Publishing House 
  


