CHURCH OF THE SACRED HEART

Solemn Liturgy of the Lord’s Passion 6th April, 2012 3.00pm

Please ensure that all mobile telephones are switched off.

The service begins in silence. The clergy enter and prostrate themselves, followed by a prayer and the liturgy of the word.

After the first reading, join after the choir with the psalm response:

Father, into your hands I commend my spirit

After the second reading, repeat the acclamation

 after the choir:

Praise to you O Christ: King of eternal glory!

The Passion Gospel is followed by

 the general intercessions

As the cross is processed, the response, sung three times, is: Come, let us adore
Veneration of the cross: please remain seated until all crosses are in position.

During veneration, the choir will sing

Crux fidelis
          attrib.King John of Portugal
O Vos Omnes
Pablo Casals (1876-1973)
All sing:

O Sacred head, sore wounded, 
defiled and put to scorn;

O kingly head, surrounded 
with mocking crown of thorn:

What sorrow mars thy grandeur? 
Can death thy bloom deflower?

O countenance whose splendour 
the hosts of heaven adore.

In thy most bitter passion 
my heart to share doth cry,

With thee for my salvation 
upon the Cross to die.

Ah, keep my heart thus movèd 
to stand thy Cross beneath,

To mourn thee, well-belovèd, 
yet thank thee for thy death.

My days are few, O fail not, 
with thine immortal power,

To hold me that I quail not 
in death’s most fearful hour:

That I may fight befriended, 
and see in my last strife

To me thine arms extended 
upon the Cross of life.
Distribution of Holy Communion: please remain seated until ministers of communion have arrived at their stations. 

During communion, the choir sing:

Salvator mundi
Thomas Tallis (1505-1585)

Then all sing:
When I survey the wondrous cross

On which the Prince of Glory died,

My richest gain I count but loss,

And pour contempt on all my pride.

Forbid it Lord, that! should boast,

Save in the death of Christ, my God:

All the vain things that charm me most,

I sacrifice them to his blood

(choir only)

See from his head his hands his feet

Sorrow and love flow mingled down

did e’er such love and sorrow meet,

or thorns compose so rich a crown?

His dying crimson like a robe,

spreads o’er his body on the Tree;

Then I am dead to all the globe,

And all the globe is dead to me.

Were the whole realm of nature mine

that were an offering far too small;

Love so amazing, so divine,

Demands my soul, my life, my all.

 Hymn during the collection for Holy Places:

My song is love unknown.

My Saviour's love to me,

Love to the loveless shown,

That they might lovely be.

0 who am I, that for my sake,

My Lord should take frail flesh and die.

He came from his blest throne salvation to bestow. 

But men made strange and none

The longed for Christ would know,

But O, my friend. my friend indeed,

Who at my need his life did spend.

/over
Sometimes they strew his way,

And his sweet praises sing:

Resounding all the day

Hosannas to their King;

Then 'Crucify!' is all their breath,

And for his death they thirst and cry.

Why, what hath my Lord done?

What makes this rage and spite?

He made the lame to run,

He gave the blind their sight.

Sweet injuries!

Yet they at these themselves displease

And 'gainst him rise.

They rise, and needs will have

My dear Lord made away,

A murderer they save,

The Prince of Life they slay.

Yet cheerful he to suffering goes,

That he his foes from thence might free.

In life, no house, no home

My Lord on earth might have;

In death, no friendly tomb but what a stranger gave.

What may 1 say? Heaven was his home;

But mine the tomb wherein he lay.

Here might I stay and sing,

No story so divine;

Never was love, dear king,

Never was grief like thine.

This is my friend, in whose sweet praise

I all my days could gladly spend.

After the post-communion prayer,

all depart in silence.

