
Community of the Resurrection 

 
 
 
 
 
 

MARY MAGDALENE 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

22 July 
 



2 

FIRST EVENSONG 
Angelus bell.                                     

 

Hymn during entrance of ministers: 
 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Jesu, the very thought of Thee 

With sweetness fills the breast! 

Yet sweeter far Thy face to see 

And in Thy Presence rest. 

 

Nor voice can sing, nor heart can frame, 

Nor can the memory find, 

A sweeter sound than thy blest name, 

The Saviour of mankind. 

 

O hope of every contrite heart! 

O joy of all the meek! 

To those who fall, how kind Thou art! 

How good to those who seek! 
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But what to those who find? Ah! this 

Nor tongue nor pen can show 

The love of Jesus, what it is, 

None but His loved ones know. 

 

Jesu, our only hope be Thou, 

As Thou our prize wilt be; 

Jesu, be all our glory now, 

And through eternity. 
 

Versicle: 

Vvvhhcccxxxxxccccccfc] 
  Mary came and told the disciples, Alleluia: 

Vvvhhcccxxxxcccccvvvvvvvvvfc] 
  That she had seen the Lord, Alleluia 
 
 

Collect 

 

BvvbhcvzbHUccvhccvvhcvvzbgvvzbbGYcvzhcv] 
  O  God, make speed to save us 
 

Bvvbbhczzhc[cbbhcvvzbhcvvzzgvvzbbGYczbhc]czzhvvzzhchcvhczhcvhchcvvbbhcõ 
  O Lord, make haste  to help us. Glo-ry to the Fa-ther, and to 

Bvzgcbgc[vvgcvbbhczbbhczhvvzzzgcvzbGYcbhc]vvhchcvhcbhcvzbhvvzbhvvzbbhchcö 
 the Son, and  to the Ho-ly Spi - rit.  As it  was in the be-ginning, 

Bvhczgc{vbgcvzhcvbhvvzbbhcbhvvzzgvvzzzGYczzhc[vvzbhczbHUvzzbb ygvvzzvbgc} 

 is now, and shall be for e-ver. Amen.   Al-le-lu - ia. 
 
 
PROCESSION 
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XccdcDRcfcrdchcgcfcdc[chcjckcuhcjcjckc{cö    II 

XchcjckcjcygcHUbb^%cfcfc[cfcFÙUchcyÎfcgcfcdc{cñ 
XvacDRcfcrdchcjcjchc[ckcjcygcHUbb^%cfcdcfv}vvfgfcDRc} 

 

Weep not, Mary, weep no longer, 

now your heart has gained its goal; 

here behold the one true Gardener, 

he who tends and forms the soul; 

now within your spirit=s garden 

by his love he makes you whole. 

 

Turn from grief and deepest sorrow, 

lift your heart, be of good cheer; 

while for love of him you  mourn now, 

see your Lord himself is here! 

Fainting, doubting, you have found him; 

all unknown, behold him near! 

 

Why these tears and whence your weeping 

now true joy with you abides? 

In your heart, though undiscovered, 

balm of consolation hides: 

holding all, you can no longer 

lack the cure health=s Lord provides.  

 

Yet no wonder if she knows not 

  till the Sower=s seed be sown, 

  till from him, the Word eternal, 

  light within her heart is thrown. 

  Lo, he calls her; then, ARabboni,@ 
  she in turn her Lord may own. 
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  Faith that washed the feet of Jesus, 

  fed with dew the Fount of Grace, 

  win for us a like compassion, 

  that with all the ransomed race, 

  at the glory of his rising 

  we may see him face to face. 

 

  To the Trinity be glory, 

  to the Father and the Son, 

  with the co-eternal Spirit, 

  ever Three and ever One, 

  one in love and one in splendour, 

  while unending ages run. Amen. 
 
Collaudemus Magdalenae 

(Phillipe de Greve, d.1236) 
tr. L Housman, (1865-1959), altd. 

 
Psalm 16  Conserva me, Domine 
C                                                                    Id 

BvsbwavvbbscfcbvbzesfbbrÌsczsc[czzzacvzzbSRcvvvfcvbbbzfzzbcvbfczzbGYcvvzhcvzzzzztfczgczbbrdcò 
 Ma - ry saw Je  -  sus  * standing there but did not know that  it was  

Bbvscbsc]cbhcbygzcvzHIc5bb$#c[czzfcbdczvzvacvbscvvbdcvvzbesbfbrdcbzdcc{cvõ 

 Je- sus.  He said  to her,  Woman, why are you  weep -  ing? 

Bczzbgcvvbbfcdcvbscc}chchcgcfcgc5bb$#@c} 

 Whom do you seek? 
 

 

1  Protect me, O God, for I take refuge în you; * H 

  I have said to the Lord, AYóu are mý Lord, 

     my good abóve all óther.@ 

2  All my delight is upon the godly thát are ín the land, * 

     upon those who are noble amóng the péople. 

3  But those who run áfter óther gods * 

     shall have their tróubles múltiplied. 
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4  Their libations of blood I wíll not óffer, * 

     nor take the names of their góds upón my lips. 

5  O Lord, you are my pórtion ánd my cup; * 

     it is yóu who uphóld my lot. 

6  My boundaries enclóse a pléasant land; *      

     indeed, I have a góodly héritage. 

7  I will bless the Lord who gíves me cóunsel; * 

     my heart teaches mé, night áfter night. 

8  I have set the Lord álways befóre me; * 

     because he is at my ríght hand I sháll not fall. 

9  My heart, therefore, is glad and my spirit rejoicês; * 

     my body álso shall rést in hope. 

10  For you will not abandon me to the grave, * 

     nor let your hóly one sée the Pit. 

11  You will show me the path ôf life; * H 

     in your presence there is fúllness óf joy, 

     and in your right hand are pléasures for évermore. 

 

 

BvsbwavvbbscfcbvbzesfbbrÌsczsc[czzzaczzbSRcvvvfcvbbbzfzzbcbfczzbGYcvvzhcvvzzzzztfczgczbbrdcò 
 Ma - ry saw Je  -  sus   standing there but did not know that it was  

Bbvscbsc]cbhcbygzczHIc5bb$#c[czzfcbdczzzvvacvbscvvbdcvvzbesbfbrdcvbzdcc{cvõ 

 Je- sus.  He said to her,  Woman, why are you  weep - ing? 

Bczzbgcvvbbfcvdcvvbscc} 

 Whom do you seek? 
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E♭   Psalm 26  Judica me, Domine     VIf 

Bvvzzfvvzfcbgczzbfvv\bbGUcvvzjc[vbv\bHUctfcgcGYcvvvbfc{vvbbfcvvzbbfcvfcgcz\bbjcvö 
  Ma-ry, suppos-ing him *  to be the gardener,  said, Sir, if you have  

Bvzhc\bbHUvczzbijzvvGYvvzbhc]vzzzbhvzzzzvzzbKOzzc\bb8bb&^czGYcvvygczbfcvvdfÌsbwac[cfcb\bbGUcvö 
 car- ried him away,  tell me where you have laid him     and  I  

Bc\bHUcygcvzzhcGYczbfc}chchcfcGYcgcfc} 

   will take him a-way. 
 

1  Give judgement for me, Ô Lord, H 

     for I have líved with intégrity; * 

     I have trusted in the Lord and háve not fáltered. 

2  Test me, O Lórd, and trý me; * 

     examine my héart and mý mind. 

3  For your lóve is befóre my eyes; * 

     I have walked fáithfullý with you. 

4  I have not sát with the wórthless, * 

     nor do I consort wíth the decéitful. 

5  I have hated the company of évildóers; * 

     I will not sit dówn with the wícked. 

6  I will wash my hands in ínnocénce, O Lord, * 

     that I may go in procession róund your áltar, 

7  Singing aloud a sóng of thanksgíving * 

     and recounting all your wónderfúl deeds. 

8  Lord, I love the hóuse in whích you dwell * 

     and the place where your glóry ábides. 

9  Do not sweep me awáy with sínners, * 

     nor my life with thóse who thírst for blood, 

10  Whose hands are fúll of évil plots, * 

     and their ríght hand fúll of bribes. 

11  As for me, I will líve with intégrity; * 

     redeem me, O Lord, and have píty ón me. 
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12  My foot stánds on lével ground; * 

     in the full assembly Í will bléss the Lord. 

 

Bvvzzfvvzfcbgczzbfvv\bbGUcvvzjc[vbv\bHUctfcgcGYcvvvbfc{vvbbfcvvzbbfcvfcgcz\bbjcvö 
  Ma-ry, suppos-ing him * to  be the gardener,  said, Sir, if you have  

Bvzhc\bbHUvczzbijzvvGYvvzbhc]vzzzbhvzzzzvzzbKOzzc\bb8bb&^czGYcvvygczbfcvvdfÌsbwac[cfcb\bbGUcvö 
 car- ried him away,  tell me where you have laid him     and  I  

Bc\bHUcygcvzzhcGYczbfc}chchcfcGYcgcfc} 

   will take him a-way. 
 
 

 

E     Psalm 30  Exaltabo te, Domine     Vc 

VvvzbrÌscFYcbbzhcvzbfcdczzbzhczhc[chbHUvvvvbzblcvvbvkcvvzjcvbbhcJIcvjcvzhchc{zò 
  Je - sus said to her, Ma- ry. * She turned and said  to him in Hebrew, 

VccSEzbczbDRcsc}chchcjcgchcFYc} 

    Rab-bo-ni! 
 

1  I wíll exalt yóu, O Lord, 

     because you have lifted me up * 

     and have not let my enemies tríumph óver me. 

2  O Lord my Gód, I cried óut to you, * 

     and you restóred me tó health. 

3  You brought me up, O Lórd, fróm the dead; * 

     you restored my life as I was going dówn to thó grave. 

4  Sing to the Lord, you servants ôf his; * H 

     give thanks for the remembrance óf his hóliness. 

5  For his wrath endures but the twinkling of an eye, * 

     his favour fór a lífetime. 
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6  Wéeping may spénd the night, * 

     but joy comes ín the mórning. 

7  While I felt secure, Î said, H 

     AI shall néver bé disturbed. * 

     You, Lord, with your favour, made me as stróng as the móuntains.@ 

8  Thén you híd your face, * 

     and Í was fílled with fear. 

9  I cried to you, Ô Lord; * H 

     I pleaded wíth the Lord, sáying, 

10  AWhat profit is there in my blood, if I go down to the Pit? * 

     will the dust praise you or decláre your fáithfulness? 

11  Hear, O Lord, and have mércy upón me; * 

     O Lórd, be my hélper.@ 

12  You have turned my wailing ínto dáncing; * 

     you have put off my sack-cloth and clóthed me wíth joy; 

13  Therefore my heart sings to yóu without céasing; * 

     O Lord my God, I will give you thánks for éver. 

 

 
C     Canticle  Matthew 5.3-10     Ig 

BczbbscwacfczzGYcygbgc[czbfcvbgczzzhvvzbzgczFTczfc{cfcvvrdzcSRczzrÌac[vó 
   Ma -ry Magda-len *  went to the dis-ci-ples   and said to them,  

Bvvzdvvzbzfcvvzgcvzzrdcvbwaccscbrdcscscv}chchcgcfcGYcgc} 

  I have seen  the Lord,  al-le - lu -ia 

 

1  Blessed are the póor in spírit * 

     for theirs is the kíngdom of héaven. 

2  Bléssed are thóse who mourn, * 

     for théy shall be cómforted. 
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3  Bléssed áre the meek, * 

     for they shall inhérit thé earth. 

4  Blessed are those who hunger and thírst for ríghteousness, * 

     for they sháll be sátisfied. 

5  Blessed áre the mérciful, * 

     for they sháll obtain mércy. 

6  Blessed áre the púre in heart, * 

     for théy shall sée God. 

7  Blessed áre the péacemakers, * 

     for they sháll be called sóns of God. 

8  Blessed are those who are persecuted  

     on accóunt of ríghteousness, * 

     for theirs is the kíngdom of héaven. 

 

 

Reading 

 

 

D               Magnificat    VIIIg 

VcbbdczzDØYcbfczveszcDRcdc[czhczgcczhvvvzJIcvvzjcvzzkczhcvvfccö 
   Now af-ter the  sabbath,* to-ward the dawn of the first day  

Vcbbhvvzbzzhcvbgc[czhbhczFYczbtfcdcdc[cgccdcfcGYcvzzfcfc[vô 
     of the week, Ma - ry Magda -len     and the  other Ma- ry  

VcbfcvbzGYvzzzbzzfcvzbbhvvzzzfvvzzzdcvvbscbbDRvvzzzfvvzbzdcdc}chchcgchcfcdc} 

   went to see the se-pulchre,  al- le- lu -ia 

 
Solemn Intonation 

II & VIII   VcdcrdcDØYchcygcHUcjcHUchc{c 
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My soul proclaims the greatness of the Lôrd, H 

my spirit rejoices in Gód my Sáviour * 

     for he has looked with favour on his lówly sérvant. 

From this day all generations will cáll me bléssed: * 

     the Almighty has done great things for me, 

     and hóly ís his name. 

He has mercy on thóse who féar him * 

in every génerátion. 

He has shown the stréngth of hís arm, * 

he has scattered the próud in théir conceit. 

He has cast down the míghty fróm their thrones, * 

and has lifted úp the lówly. 

He has filled the húngry with góod things, * 

and the rich he has sént away émpty. 

He has come to the help of his sérvant Ísrael, * 

for he has remembered his prómise of mércy, 

the promise he máde to our fáthers, * 

to Abraham and his chíldren for éver. 

 

 

 

 

Creed 

 

 

Litany 

 

 

Collect 

 

 

Doxology 
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MATTINS 
 
    O Lord, open our lips, 
    And our mouth shall proclaim your praise. 

     

    O God, make speed to save us. 

    O Lord, make haste to help us. 

   

      Glory to the Father, and to the Son,  

      and to the Holy Spirit:  

      as it was in the beginning, is now,  

      and shall be for ever. Amen. 

 
    Alleluia.    
 
Invitatory Antiphon: 

 

  Weep no longer Mary: the Lord is risen  

  

                Psalm 100  

Antiphon 

Be joyful in the Lord, all you lands;     

serve the Lord with gladness 

and come before his presence with a song. 

Know this: The Lord himself is God;   

he himself has made us and we are his; 

we are his people and the sheep of his pasture. 

Antiphon 

 Enter his gates with thanksgiving;    

go into his courts with praise;  

give thanks to him and call upon his name. 

For the Lord is good;  

his mercy is everlasting;  

and his faithfulness endures from age to age. 

Antiphon 

Glory … 

Antiphon 
 



13 

Hymn          I 

Bcacscfcgcfcdcscac{cfcgcygc\bjcgcfcGYc]cô 
Bcvfcdcgcfcscdcfcsc{cscdcszzcacszzcdcfc]cò 
BvcSRchcgcfcdcfcgcsc{cscdzzcszcszcazcazcscz} 

 

Magdalen, your grief and gladness 

voice and heart in concert sing, 

telling how the risen Saviour 

called you from your sorrowing, 

tidings of his Resurrection 

to his chosen flock to bring. 

 

She beheld him, yet she knew not 

in the gardener=s seeming guise 

Christ, who in her heart was sowing 

seed of heavenly mysteries, 

till his voice, her name pronouncing, 

bade her see and recognise.  

 

Weep not, Mary, weep no longer! 

Now your seeking heart may rest; 

Christ, the heavenly gardener sowing 

living truth within your breast; 

in the joyous cry, ARabboni!@ 
be your gratitude confessed. 

 

To the Trinity be glory, 

to the Father and the Son, 

with the co-eternal Spirit, 

ever Three and ever One, 

one in love and one in splendour, 

while unending ages run.   Amen. 

 
Collaudemus Magdalenae 
(Phillipe de Greve, d.1236) 

para. C S Phillips, altd. 
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Psalm 32  Beati quorum    VIIIg 
D  

VcbbdczzDØYcbfczveszcDRcdc[czhczgcczhvvvzJIcvvzjcvzzkczhcvvfccö 
  Now af-ter the sabbath, * to-ward the dawn of the first day  

Vcbbhvvzbzzhcvbgc[czhbhczFYczbtfcdcdc[cgcvdcvfcGYcvzzfcfc[vô 
   of the week, Ma - ry Magda -len   and the other  Ma- ry  

VcbfcvbzGYvzzzbzzfcvzbbhvvzzzfvvzzzdcvvbscbbDRvvzzzfvvzbzdcdc}chchcgchcfcdc} 

  went to see the se-pulchre, al- le- lu -ia 

 

1  Happy are they whose transgressions áre forgíven, * 

     and whose sín is pút away! 

2  Happy are they to whom the Lórd impútes no guilt, * 

     and in whose spirit thére is nó guile! 

3  While I held my tongue, my bones withered âway, * H 

     because of my gróaning áll day long. 

4  For your hand was heavy upon me day and night; * 

     my moisture was dried up as in the héat of súmmer. 

5  Then I acknówledged my sín to you, * 

     and did nót concéal my guilt. 

6  I said, >I will confess my transgréssions tó the Lord=: * 
     then you forgave me the gúilt of mý sin; 

7  Therefore all the faithful will make their prayers to you  

     in tíme of tróuble; * 

      when the great waters overflow, they sháll not réach them. 

8  You are my hidîng-place; H 

     you presérve me from tróuble; * 

     you surround me with shóuts of delíverance. 

9  >I will instruct you and teach you in the wáy that yóu should go; * 

     I will gúide you wíth my eye. 
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10  >Do not be like horse or mule, which have no understandîng; * H 

     who must be fitted with bít and brídle,  

     or else they will nót stay néar you.= 

11  Great are the tribulations óf the wícked; * 

     but mercy embraces those who trúst in thé Lord. 

12  Be glad, you righteous, and rejóice ín the Lord; * 

     shout for joy, áll who are trúe of heart. 

 

 

Psalm 33  Exultate, justi 
C     cf Assumpta (AM 1014)       VIIa 

Vvvdcbgcvvvzhcjccvvvvbkcvvvhcjzjcbvgcv{vbygvvbDRcvzzzhzygv[vvbhczbuhcfczzdczzzzdvv} 

 I  seek the Lord * whom my soul loves;  I seek him,  but cannot find him. 

Vcjcjckcjchctfc} 

 

1  Rejoice in the Lórd, you ríghteous; * 

     it is good for the júst to sing práises. 

2  Praise the Lórd wíth the harp; * 

     play to him upon the psálterý and lyre. 

3  Sing for hím a néw song; * 

     sound a fanfare with all your skill upón the trúmpet. 

4  For the wórd of the Lórd is right, * 

     and áll his wórks are sure. 

5  He loves righteousnéss and jústice; * 

     the loving-kindness of the Lord fílls the whóle earth. 

6  By the word of the Lórd were the héavens made, * 

     by the breath of his mouth áll the héavenly hosts. 

7  He gathers up the waters of the ocean as ín a wáter-skin * 

     and stores up the dépths of thé sea. 

8  Let all the éarth féar the Lord; * 

     let all who dwell in the world stánd in áwe of him. 
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9  For he spóke and it cáme to pass; * 

     he commanded ánd it stóod fast. 

10  The Lord brings the will of the nations tô naught; * H 

     he thwarts the desígns of the péoples. 

11  But the Lord=s will stands fast for ever, * 

     and the designs of his héart from áge to age. 

12  Happy is the nation whose Gód ís the Lord! * 

     happy the people he has chósen to bé his own! 

13  The Lord looks dówn from héaven, * 

     and beholds all the péople ín the world. 

14  From where he sits enthróned he túrns his gaze * 

     on all who dwéll on thé earth. 

15  He fashions áll the héarts of them * 

   and understánds all théir works. 

16  There is no king that can be saved by a míghty ármy; * 

     a strong man is not delivered bý his gréat strength. 

17  The horse is a vain hópe for delíverance; * 

     for all its stréngth it cánnot save. 

18  Behold, the eye of the Lord is upon thóse who féar him, * 

     on those who wáit upón his love, 

19  To plúck their líves from death, * 

     and to feed them in tíme of fámine. 

20  Our soul waits for the Lord; * 

     he is our hélp ánd our shield. 

21  Indeed, our heart rejoices in him, * 

     for in his holy náme we pút our trust. 

22  Let your loving-kindness, O Lórd, be upón us, * 

     as we have pút our trúst in you. 

 

Vvvdcbgcvvvzhcjccvvvvbkcvvvhcjzjcbvgcv{vbygvvbDRcvzzzhzygv[vvbhczbuhcfczzdczzzzdvv} 

  I  seek the Lord whom my soul loves;  I  seek him, but cannot find him. 
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Psalm 150 Laudate Dominum  

E♭    cf Volo, Pater (AM 641)       Ig 

Bcfcdcvscv[vcscvvvfcbfcvbbbfczfcvvdczgcgczzGYc[czzgcfcvvvfzfcvvzDRvcõ 
  Ma-ry wept; * and stooping  to look in-to the tomb, she saw there two 

Bcbgczbfcbdcvvvwavvzbzzscrdcscsc}chchcgcfcGYcgc} 

  angels  in white, al-le - lu - ia. 

 

1  Hallelujah!   

  Praise God in his hóly témple; * 

     praise him in the fírmament óf his power. 

2  Praise him fór his míghty acts; * 

     praise him for his éxcellent gréatness. 

3  Praise him with the blást of the rám=s-horn; * 

     práise him with lýre and harp. 

4  Praise him with tímbrel ánd dance; * 

     práise him with stríngs and pipe. 

5  Praise him with resóunding cýmbals; * 

     praise him with loud-clánging cýmbals. 

6  Let éverything thát has breath * 

     praise the Lord.  

       Hállelújah! 

 

 

C     Canticle Pone me ut signaculum (Song of Songs 8.7-8)     Ig 

BczbbscwacfczzGYcygbgc[czbfcvbgczzzhvvzbzgczFTczfc{cfcvvrdzcSRczzrÌac[vó 
  Ma -ry  Magda-len * went  to the dis-ci-ples   and said to them,  

Bvvzdvvzbzfcvvzgcczzrdcvbwaccscbrdcscscv}chchcgcfcGYcgc} 

  I  have seen the Lord,  al-le  - lu -ia 
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1  Set me as a séal upón your heart, * 

     as a séal upón your arm; 

2  For love is strong as death, 

     passion fíerce ás the grave; * 

     its flashes are flashes of fíre, a ráging flame. 

3  Many waters cánnot quénch love, * 

     neither cán the floods drówn it. 

4  If all the wealth of our house were óffered fór love, * 

     it would be útterlý scorned. 

  

BczbbscwacfczzGYcygbgc[czbfcvbgczzzhvvzbzgczFTczfc{cfcvvrdzcSRczzrÌac[vó 
  Ma -ry  Magda-len * went  to the dis-ci-ples   and said to them,  

Bvvzdvvzbzfcvvzgcczzrdcvbwaccscbrdcscscv} 

  I  have seen the Lord,  al-le  - lu -ia 
 

 

 

Reading 

 

Benedictus 
D     Surgens Jesus (AM 477)       VIIIg 

BcgvvgczgzGYckc6z%$cbGYczzgvv[vvjcvvkclcvvb;clcvkcbjc{vvzlcbkcvJIcczbhvvô 
  Af-ter  Je - sus rose, ear-ly * on the  first  day of the week, he appeared  first  

BcFYcz8z&zé%cÍ%tczvfcgczb5z$#@c[vvgzgcvvvbacvscfcvFTcbgcvGYchcvztfczzGYc[õ 
   to  Ma - ry  Mag-da -len,    from whom he had cast out sev-en de - mons, 

BcgcDRcGYcgc}ckckcjckchcgc} 

    al- le -lu - ia. 
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     Blessed be the Lord, the Gód of Ísrael; * 

      he has come to his péople and sét them free. 

     He has raised up for us a míghty Sáviour, * 

      born of the house of his sérvant Dávid. 

     Through his holy prophets he promised of ôld, H 

that he would save us fróm our énemies, * 

      from the hands of áll who háte us. 

     He promised to show mercy tó our fáthers * 

      and to remember his hóly cóvenant. 

     This was the oath he swore to our fáther Ábraham, * 

      to set us free from the hánds of our énemies, 

     free to worship hím withóut fear, * 

      holy and righteous in his sight all the dáys of óur life. 

     You, my child, shall be called the prophet óf the Móst High, * 

      for you will go before the Lórd to prepáre his way, 

     to give his people knowledge óf salvátion * 

      by the forgíveness óf their sins. 

     In the tender compássion óf our God * 

   the dawn from on high shall bréak upón us, 

     to shine on those who dwell in darkness and the shádow óf death, * 

   and to guide our feet intó the wáy of peace. 

 

 

 

Prayers 

 

 

Lord’s Prayer 

 

 

Collect 

 

 

Blessing 
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SECOND EVENSONG 
 
Hymn           II 

XccdcDRcfcrdchcgcfcdc[chcjckcuhcjcjckc{cö 
XchcjckcjcygcHUbb^%cfcfc[cfcFÙUchcyÎfcgcfcdc{cñ 
XcacDRcfcrdchcjcjchc[ckcjcygcHUbb^%cfcdcfc}vfgfcDRc} 

 

Weep not, Mary, weep no longer, 

now your heart has gained its goal; 

here behold the one true Gardener, 

he who tends and forms the soul; 

now within your spirit=s garden 

by his love he makes you whole. 

 

Turn from grief and deepest sorrow, 

lift your heart, be of good cheer; 

while for love of him you mourn now, 

see your Lord himself is here! 

Fainting, doubting, you have found him; 

all unknown, behold him near! 

 

Why these tears and whence your weeping 

now true joy with you abides? 

In your heart, though undiscovered, 

balm of consolation hides: 

holding all, you can no longer 

lack the cure health=s Lord provides. 

 

Yet no wonder if she knows not 

till the Sower=s seed be sown, 

till from him, the Word eternal, 

light within her heart is thrown. 

Lo, he calls her; then, ARabboni,@ 
she in turn her Lord may own. 
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Faith that washed the feet of Jesus, 

fed with dew the Fount of Grace, 

win for us a like compassion, 

that with all the ransomed race, 

at the glory of his rising 

we may see him face to face. 

 

To the Trinity be glory, 

to the Father and the Son, 

with the co-eternal Spirit, 

ever Three and ever One, 

one in love and one in splendour, 

while unending ages run. Amen. 
 
 

Collaudemus Magdalenae 
(Phillipe de Greve, d.1236) 

tr. L Housman, (1865-1959), altd. 

 

Psalm 63  Deus, Deus meus  
C                                                                    Id 

BvsbwavvbbscfcbvbzesfbbrÌsczsc[czzzacvzzbSRcvvvfcvbbbzfzzbcvbfczzbGYcvvzhcvzzzzztfczgczbbrdcò 
 Ma - ry saw Je  -  sus  * standing there but did not know that  it was  

Bbvscbsc]cbhcbygzcvzHIc5bb$#c[czzfcbdczvzvacvbscvvbdcvvzbesbfbrdcbzdcc{cvõ 

 Je- sus.  He said  to her,  Woman, why are you  weep -  ing? 

Bczzbgcvvbbfcdcvbscc}chchcgcfcgc5bb$#@c} 

 Whom do you seek? 
 

1  O God, you are my God; eagerlý I séek you; * 

     my soul thirsts for you, my flesh faints for you, 

     as in a barren and dry land where there ís no wáter; 

2  Therefore I have gazed upon you ín your hóly place, * 

     that I might behold your power ánd your glóry. 

3  For your loving-kindness is bétter than lífe itself; * 

     my líps shall gíve you praise. 



22 

4  So will I bless you as lóng as Í live * 

     and lift up my hánds in yóur name. 

5  My soul is content, as with márrow and fátness, *  

     and my mouth praises yóu with jóyful lips, 

6  When I remember yóu upón my bed, * 

     and meditate on you ín the night wátches. 

7  For you have béen my hélper, * 

     and under the shadow of your wíngs I wíll rejoice. 

8  My sóul clíngs to you; * 

     your ríght hand hólds me fast. 

9  May those who seek my lífe to destróy it * 

     go down into the dépths of thé earth; 

10  Let them fall upon the édge óf the sword, * 

     and let them be fóod for jáckals. 

11  But the king will rejoice în God; 

   all those who swear by hím wíll be glad, * 

     for the mouth of those who speak líes shall bé stopped. 

 
C                                                                    Id 

BvsbwavvbbscvfcbvbzesfbbrÌsczsc[czzzacvzzbSRcvvvfcvbbbzfzzbcvbfczzbGYcvvzhcvzzzzztfczgczbbrdcò 
 Ma - ry saw  Je  - sus  * standing there but did not know that  it was  

Bbvscbsc]cbhcbygzcvzHIc5bb$#c[czzfcbdczvzvacvbscvvbdcvvzbesbfbrdcbzdcc{cvõ 

 Je- sus.  He said  to her,  Woman, why are you  weep -  ing? 

Bczzbgcvvbbfcdcvbscc} 

 Whom do you seek? 
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E♭    Psalm 118    Confitemini Domino   VIf 

Bvvzzfvvzfcbgczzbfvv\bbGUcvvzjc[vbv\bHUctfcgcGYcvvvbfc{vvbbfcvvzbbfcvfcgcz\bbjcvö 
  Ma-ry, suppos-ing him *  to be the gardener,  said, Sir, if you have  

Bvzhc\bbHUvczzbijzvvGYvvzbhc]vzzzbhvzzzzvzzbKOzzc\bb8bb&^czGYcvvygczbfcvvdfÌsbwac[cfcb\bbGUcvö 
 car- ried him away,  tell me where you have laid him     and  I  

Bc\bHUcygcvzzhcGYczbfc}chchcfcGYcgcfc} 

   will take him a-way. 
 

1  Give thanks to the Lórd, for hé is good;* 

     his mercy endúres for éver. 

2  Let Ísrael nów proclaim,* 

     AHis mercy endúres for éver.@ 

3  Let the house of Áaron nów proclaim,* 

     AHis mercy endúres for éver.@ 

4  Let those who fear the Lórd nów proclaim, * 

     AHis mercy endúres for éver.@ 

5  I called to the Lórd in mý distress; * 

     the Lord answered by sétting mé free. 

6  The Lord is at my side, thérefore I wíll not fear; * 

     what can ányone dó to me? 

7  The Lord is at my síde to hélp me; * 

     I will triumph over thóse who háte me. 

8  It is better to rely on the Lord * 

     than to put ány trúst in flesh. 

9  It is better to rely on the Lord * 

     than to put any trúst in rúlers. 

10  All the ungódly encómpass me; * 

     in the name of the Lord I wíll repél them. 

11  They hem me in, they hem me ín on évery side; * 

     in the name of the Lord I wíll repél them. 
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12  They swarm about me like bees; 

     they bláze like a fíre of thorns; * 

     in the name of the Lord I wíll repél them. 

13  I was pressed so hárd that I álmost fell, * 

     but the Lord cáme to mý help. 

14  The Lord is my stréngth and mý song, * 

     and he has becóme my salvátion. 

15  There is a sound of exultátion and víctory * 

     in the ténts of the ríghteous: 

16  AThe right hand of the Lord has triûmphed! * H 

     the right hand of the Lórd is exálted! 

     the right hand of the Lórd has tríumphed!@ 

17  I sháll not díe, but live, * 

     and declare the wórks of thé Lord. 

18  The Lord has púnished me sórely, * 

     but he did not hand me óver tó death. 

19  Open for me the gátes of ríghteousness; * 

     I will enter them; I will offer thánks to thé Lord. 

20  AThis is the gate of the Lord; * 

       he who is ríghteous may énter.@ 

21  I will give thanks to you, for you answered me * 

     and have becóme my salvátion. 

22  The same stone which the buílders rejécted * 

     has becóme the chief córner-stone. 

23  This is the Lord=s doîng, * H 

     and it is márvellous ín our eyes. 

24  On this day the Lord has acted; * 

     we will rejóice and be glád in it. 

25  Hosanna, Lord, hosannâ! * H 

     Lord, sénd us nów success. 

26  Blessèd is he who comes in the name of the Lord; * 

     we bless you from the hóuse of thé Lord. 
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27  God is the Lord, he has shíned upón us; * 

     form a procession with branches up to the hórns of the áltar. 

28  AYou are my God and Í will thánk you; * 

     you are my God and Í will exált you.@ 

29  Give thanks to the Lórd, for hé is good; * 

     his mercy endúres for éver. 

 

 

 

E     Canticle  I Peter 2.4,5,9,10     Vc 

VvvzbrÌscFYcbbzhcvzbfcdcvzzbzhczhc[chbHUvvvvbzblccbvkcvvzjcvbbhcJIcjcvzhchc{zò 
  Je - sus said to her, Ma- ry. *  She turned and said to him in Hebrew, 

VccSEzbczbDRcsc}chchcjcgchcFYc} 

    Rab-bo-ni! 

 

1  Come to hím, to that líving stone, * 

     rejected by men, but in God=s sight chósen and précious. 

2  Like living stones be yourselves built into a spíritual témple, * 

     to be a hóly príesthood. 

3  To offer spíritual sácrifice * 

     acceptable to Gód through Jésus Christ.  

4  You are a chosen race, a róyal príesthood, * 

     a holy nation, Gód=s own péople, 

5  that you may declare the wónderful déeds of him * 

     who called you out of darkness into his own márvellóus light. 

6  Once you were no people, but now you áre God=s péople; * 

     once you had not received mercy,  

     but now you háve received mércy. 

 

 

Reading 
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                   Magnificat    Ig  

BczbbscwacfczzGYcygbgc[czbfcvbgczzzhvvvzbzgczFTczfc{cfcvvrdzcSRczzrÌac[vó 
   Ma -ry Magda -len *  went to the dis-ci-ples   and said to them,  

Bvvzdvvzbzfcvvzgcczzrdcbwacvvvscbrdcscscv}chchcgcfcGYcgc} 

  I  have seen the Lord,  al- le  - lu -ia 

 
Solemn Intonation 

I & VI BcfcGYchchcygc\zGUchcygcGYc{c    

 

My soul proclaims the greatness of the Lôrd, H 

my spirit rejoices in Gód my Sáviour * 

       for he has looked with favour on his lówly sérvant. 

From this day all generations will cáll me bléssed: * 

     the Almighty has done great things for me, 

     and hóly ís his name. 

He has mercy on thóse who féar him * 

     in every génerátion. 

He has shown the stréngth of hís arm, * 

       he has scattered the próud in théir conceit. 

He has cast down the míghty fróm their thrones, * 

     and has lifted úp the lówly. 

He has filled the húngry with góod things, * 

     and the rich he has sént away émpty. 

He has come to the help of his sérvant Ísrael, * 

     for he has remembered his prómise of mércy, 

the promise he máde to our fáthers, * 

     to Abraham and his chíldren for éver. 

 

 

Prayers 
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