Ye who own the faith of Jesus
sing the wonders that were done,
when the love of God the Father
o’er our sin the victory won,
when he made the virgin Mary
mother of his only Son.

Hail Mary, full of grace.

Blessed were the chosen people
out of whom the Lord did come,
blessed was the land of promise
fashioned for his earthly home;
but more blessed far the mother
she who bore him in her womb.

Wherefore let all faithful people

tell the honour of her name,

let the Church in her foreshadowed
part in her thanksgiving claim;

what Christ’s mother sang in gladnes:
let Christ’s people sing the same.

First hymn:

Let us weave our supplications,
she with us and we with her,

for the advancement of the faithful,
for each faithful worshipper,

for the doubting, for the sinful,

for each heedless wanderer.

May the mother’s intercessions

on our homes a blessing win,

that the children all be prospered,
strong and fair and pure within,
following our Lord’s own footsteps,
firm in faith and free from sin.

Praise, O Mary, praise the Father,
praise thy Saviour and thy Son,
praise the everlasting Spirit,

who hath made thee ark and throne;
o’er all creatures high exalted,

lowly praise the three in one.
V.S. Stuckey Coles 1845-1929 Tune: Daily Daily

Psalm

We remain seated as The Choir sing verses from the Magnificat, the response between

each sections is

The almighty has done great things for ne and holy is his name

The Gospel acclamation is:

Blessed are you, holy Virgin Mary,
and most worthy of all praise,
For the sun of justice, Christ our God, was born of you



Offertory hymn:
Sing we of the blessed Mother
who received the angel's word,
and, obedient to his summons
bore in love the infant Lord;
sing we of the joys of Mary
at whose breast the child was fed
who is Son of God eternal
and the everlasting Bread.

Sing we, too, of Mary’s sorrows,

of the sword that pierced her through,
when beneath the cross of Jesus

she his weight of suffering knew,
looked upon her Son and Saviour
reigning high on Calv'ry’s tree,

saw the price of man’s redemption
paid to set the sinner free.

Sing again the joys of Mary

when she saw the Risen Lord,

and in prayer with Christ’s apostles,
waited on his promised word:

from on high the blazing glory

of the Spirit’s presence came,
heavenly breath of God's own being
manifest through wind and flame.

Sing the chiefest joy of Mary

when on earth her work was done,
and the Lord of all creation

brought her to his heavenly throne:
Virgin Mother, Mary blesséd,

raised on high and crowned with grace,
may your Son, the world’s redeemer,
grant us all to see his face.

G.B. Timms (b.1910)  Music: Abbot’s Leigh



At Communion if you wish to receive from the chalice — the common cup —
please come to the front centre. If you would rather have the host intincted
in the wine by the Priest, please come to the Lady Chapel (by ramp).

Communion Hymn
et all mortal flesh keep silence
and with fear and trembling stand;
ponder nothing earthly-minded,
for with blessing 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 heavenly 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 powers of hell may vanish
as the darkness clears away.

At his feet the six-winged seraph,
cherubim with sleepless eye,

veil their faces to the Presence,
as with ceaseless voice they cry,
Alleluia, alleluia,

alleluia! Lord most high.
Liturgy of St James Tr G. Moultrie 1829-85
Music: Picardy



All creatures of our God and King,
lift up your voice and with us sing
alleluia, alleluia!

Thou burning sun with golden beam,
thou silver moon with softer gleam,
O praise him, O praise him,

Alleluia, alleluia, alleluia!

Thou rushing wind that art so strong,
ye clouds that sail in heaven along,

O praise him, alleluia!

Thou rising morn, in praise rejoice,
ye lights of evening, find a voice;

O praise him...

Thou flowing water, pure and clear,
make music for thy Lord to hear,
alleluia, alleluia!

Thou fire so masterful and bright,

that givest man both warmth and light,
O praise him...

Dear mother earth, who day by day
unfoldest blessings on our way,

O praise him, alleluia!

The flowers and fruits that in thee grow,
Let them his glory also show;

O praise him...

Let all things their creator bless,

and worship him in humbleness;

O praise him, alleluia!

Praise, praise the Father, praise the Son,
and praise the Spirit, three in One;

O praise him...

Final Hymn



