
PALM SUNDAY 

Hymns are only given here to accompany the on-line Celebration of Mass during the covid-19 Pandemic. 

All hymns are taken from the parish hymn book, ‘Laudate’ 

 

Entrance: 

All glory, laud, and honour to thee, Redeemer, King 

To whom the lips of children made sweet hosannas ring 

Thou art the King of Israel thou David's royal Son 

Who in the Lord's name comest the King and Blessed One 

 

The company of angels are praising thee on high 

And mortal men and all things created make reply 

The people of the Hebrews with palms before thee went; 

Our praise and love and anthems before thee we present 

 

To thee, before thy passion they sang their hymns of praise; 

to thee, now high exalted our melody we raise 

Thou didst accept their praises; accept the love we bring 

Who in all good delightest thou good and gracious King 
 

PSALM: - Psalm 21 

 

Acclamation: Praise to you, Lord Jesus Christ, Son of the Father, Word of God. 

 

PREPARATION OF GIFTS: 

O Sacred Head ill-used, by reed and bramble scarred, 

that idle blows have bruised, and mocking lips have marred, 

now dimmed that eye so tender, how wan those cheeks appear, 

how overcast the splendour that angel hosts revere! 

 

Good Shepherd, spent with loving, look on me, who have strayed, 

oft those lips unmoving with milk and honey stayed; 

spurn not a sinner’s crying nor from thy love outcast, 

but rest thy head in dying on these frail arms at last. 

 

Since death must be my ending, in that dread hour of need, 

my friendless cause befriending, Lord, to my rescue speed; 

thyself, dear Jesus, trace me that passage to the grave, 

and from thy cross embrace me with arms outstretched to save 
 

 

 

 



COMMUNION: 

See, Christ was wounded for our sake,  

and bruised and broken for our sin, 

so by his sufferings we are healed, 

for God has laid our guilt on him.  

  

Look on his face, come close to him,  

- see, you will find no beauty there; 

despised, rejected, who can tell  

the grief and sorrow he must bear?  

  

Like sheep that stray, we leave God’s path,  

to choose our own and not his will;  

like sheep to slaughter he has gone,  

obedient to his Father’s will.  

  

Cast out to die by those he loved,  

reviled by those he came to save,  

see how sin’s pride has sought his death,  

see how sin’s hate has made his grave.  

  

For on his shoulders God has laid  

the weight of sin that we should bear;  

so by his passion we have peace,  

through his obedience and his prayer.  

 

 

RECESSIONAL: 

Ride on! Ride on in majesty! Hark, all the tribes hosanna cry;  

thy humble beast pursues his road with palms and scattered garments strewed 

 

Ride on! Ride on in majesty! In lowly pomp ride on to die;  

O Christ, thy triumphs now begin o'er captive death and conquered sin. 

 

Ride on! Ride on in majesty! The winged squadrons of the sky  

look down with sad and wondering eyes to see the approaching sacrifice. 

 

Ride on! Ride on in majesty! Thy last and fiercest strife is nigh;  

the Father on his sapphire throne expects his own anointed Son. 

 

Ride on! Ride on in majesty! In lowly pomp ride on to die;  

bow thy meek head to mortal pain, then take, O God, thy power, and reign. 

 
 


