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Palm Sunday 2020 
 
Introit                                    Orlando Gibbons (1583-1625) 
 

Hosanna to the Son of David: 
blessed is he that cometh in the name of the Lord. 
Blessed be the King of Israel; 
blessed be the Kingdom  
that cometh in the name of the Lord: 
peace in heaven, and glory in the highest places; 
Hosanna in the highest heavens. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Hail Redeemer, King divine!   
Priest and Lamb, the throne is thine; 
King, whose reign shall never cease, 
Prince of everlasting peace. 
 
Angels, saints and nations sing :   
"Praise be Jesus Christ our King; 
Lord of life, earth, sky and sea, 
King of love on Calvary!" 
 
King, whose name creation thrills, 
rule our hearts, our minds, our wills; 
till in peace, each nation rings 
with thy praises, King of kings.  
 
King most holy, King of truth, 
guard the lowly, guide the youth; 
Christ thou King of glory bright, 
be to us eternal light.  
 
Shepherd-king, o'er mountains steep 
homeward bring the wandering sheep;  
shelter in one royal fold 
states and kingdoms, new and old. 

 
 
 
 

 
First reading       Isaiah 50:4-7 

 
I did not cover my face against insult:  

I know I shall not be shamed 

The Lord has given me 
a disciple’s tongue. 
So that I may know how to reply to the wearied 
he provides me with speech. 
Each morning he wakes me to hear, 
to listen like a disciple. 
The Lord has opened my ear. 

For my part, I made no resistance, 
neither did I turn away. 
I offered my back to those who struck me, 
my cheeks to those who tore at my beard; 
I did not cover my face 
against insult and spittle. 

The Lord comes to my help, 
so that I am untouched by the insults. 
So, too, I set my face like flint; 
I know I shall not be shamed. 

 
Responsorial Psalm 
 

My God, my God, why have you abandoned me? 
 
All who see me scoff at me; 
they mock me with parted lips, they wag their heads: 
"He relied on the LORD; let him deliver him, 
let him rescue him, if he loves him." 
 

My God, my God, why have you abandoned me? 
 
Indeed, many dogs surround me, 
a pack of evildoers closes in upon me; 
They have pierced my hands and my feet; 
I can count all my bones. 
 
 
Second reading             Philippians 2:6-11 
 

Christ humbled himself but God raised him high 
 
His state was divine, 
yet Christ Jesus did not cling 
to his equality with God 
but emptied himself 
to assume the condition of a slave 
and became as men are; 
and being as all men are, 
he was humbler yet, 
even to accepting death, 
death on a cross. 
But God raised him high 
and gave him the name 
which is above all other names 



so that all beings 
in the heavens, on earth and in the underworld, 
should bend the knee at the name of Jesus 
and that every tongue should acclaim 
Jesus Christ as Lord, 
to the glory of God the Father. 
 
Hymn to help prepare us to listen to the Passion 

 
O Sacred Head, surrounded 
By crown of piercing thorn! 
O bleeding Head, so wounded, 
Reviled and put to scorn! 
The pow'r of death comes o'er you, 
The glow of life decays, 
Yet angel hosts adore you, 
And tremble as they gaze. 
 
O Jesus, we adore thee, 
Upon the cross our King! 
We humbly bow before thee, 
And of thy vict'ry sing! 
Thy cross is our salvation, 
Our hope from day to day, 
Our peace and consolation 
When life shall fade away. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Gospel:  The Passion according to Matthew 
 
Hymn to help us reflect on the Passion 
 
Were you there when they crucified my Lord? (2) 
Oh, sometimes it causes me to tremble….. 
Were you there when they crucified my Lord? 
  
Were you there when they nailed him to a tree? (2) 
Oh, sometimes it causes me to tremble….. 
Were you there when they nailed him to a tree? 

  
Were you there when they laid him in the tomb? (2) 
Oh, sometimes it causes me to tremble….. 
Were you there when they laid him in the tomb? 
 

 

Communion Thanksgiving 

By the blood that flowed from thee 

In thy grievous agony; 

By the traitor’s guileful kiss, 

Filling up thy bitterness; 

 

Jesus, Saviour, hear our cry; 

Thou wert suff’ring once as we: 

Now enthroned in majesty 

Countless angels sing to thee. 

 

By the cords that, round thee cast, 

Bound thee to the pillar fast; 

By the scourge so meekly borne; 

By the purple robe of scorn; 

 

By the thorns that crowned thy head; 

By the scepter of a reed; 

By thy foes on bending knee, 

Mocking at thy royalty; 

 

By the people’s cruel jeers; 

By the holy women’s tears; 

By thy footsteps, faint and slow, 

Weighed beneath thy Cross of woe; 

 

By thy weeping Mother’s woe; 

By the sword that pierced her through, 

When in Anguish standing by, 

On the Cross she saw thee die; 

 

 

 

 


