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WORSHIP GOD IN THE BEAUTY OF HOLINESS…

Please remember that the cathedral interior is very alive acoustically, and noise is amplified, creating distractions
and interruptions of the worship experience we wish to maintain. To this end, PLEASE turn off all cell phones and
other noise-making devices, and kindly refrain from unnecessary conversation.
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A FESTIVAL OF LESSONS AND CAROLS OF EASTERTIDE

OFFICIANT: THE VERY REV . SCOTT RICHARDSON , DEAN

¶ Please stand at the tolling of the bell.

CAROL IN PROCESSION Elizabeth Poston (1905 – 1987)

Jesus Christ the Apple Tree
The tree of life my soul hath seen, laden with fruit, and always green.
The trees of nature fruitless be compared with Christ the apple tree.
His beauty doth all things excel: by faith I know, but ne’er can tell
The glory which I now can see in Jesus Christ the apple tree.
For happiness I long have sought, and pleasure dearly I have bought:
I missed of all; but now I see ‘tis found in Christ the apple tree.
I’m weary with my former toil, here I will sit and rest awhile:
Under the shadow I will be, of Jesus Christ the apple tree.
This fruit doth make my soul to thrive, it keeps my dying faith alive;
Which makes my soul in haste to be with Jesus Christ the apple tree.

[text: from Divine Hymns or Spiritual Songs; Joshua Smith, 1784]

A BIDDING PRAYER
Beloved in Christ, we are gathered together to celebrate the glorious

Resurrection of Our Lord Jesus Christ from the dead. We will hear again in
Holy Scripture and Sacred Song how he could not be held by death, but
broke the prison bands of human sin and mortality.

But first let us pray for his Holy Catholic Church; for the sick and those
who mourn; for captives and those in sorrow; for those who do not yet know
the power and love of the Lord Jesus; and for all those who need our prayer.

Let us pray also for those who have died, that God will grant them growth
into the joy of the new life of the Resurrected Lord in the company of the
saints who have been his faithful witnesses in time past. All of this we ask
through Christ our Lord, who taught us to pray in this manner:

THE LORD’S PRAYER (said by all)
Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy Name, thy kingdom come,

thy will be done, on earth as it is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread.
And forgive us our trespasses, as we forgive those who trespass against us.
And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil. For thine is the
kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for ever and ever. Amen.
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¶ Please be seated.
INVITATORY Ralph Vaughan Williams (1872-1958)

Easter (from Five Mystical Songs)

Rise, heart; thy Lord is risen. Sing his praise
Without delays,

Who takes thee by the hand, that thou likewise
With him may'st rise:

That, as his death calcined thee to dust,
His life may make thee gold, and much more, Just.
Awake, my lute, and struggle for thy part

With all thy art.
The cross taught all wood to resound his name

Who bore the same.
His stretched sinews taught all strings, what key
Is best to celebrate this most high day.
Consort both heart and lute, and twist a song

Pleasant and long:
Or since all music is but three parts vied,

And multiplied;
O let thy blessed Spirit bear a part,
And make up our defects with his sweet art.

[text: George Herbert, from the collection The Temple:
Sacred Poems and Private Ejaculations, 1633]

FIRST LESSON: The Song of Moses Exodus 15:1, 18-21 Reader: A Chorister

Then Moses and the Israelites sang this song to the Lord: “I will sing to
the Lord, for he has triumphed gloriously; horse and rider he has
thrown into the sea. The Lord will reign forever and ever.” When the
horses of Pharaoh with his chariots and his chariot drivers went into
the sea, the Lord brought back the waters of the sea upon them; but the
Israelites walked through the sea on dry ground. Then the prophet
Miriam, Aaron’s sister, took a tambourine in her hand; and all the
women went out after her with tambourines and with dancing. And
Miriam sang to them: “Sing to the Lord, for he has triumphed
gloriously; horse and rider he has thrown into the sea.”
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CAROL Arr: Charles Wood (1866-1926)

Moses, sing unto Christ, thy King who hath won the victory.
And hath laid low haughty Pharaoh underneath the deep Red Sea.
Yea, merry may we be as bird upon the berry of the may or cherry tree,
while as we stand with harp in hand on the shore of the Red, Red Sea.
His right hand, and his wonder-wand did divide, at this decree,
The surging wave, and thereby did save us and ours from slavery.
God perforce overthrew the horse, rider, cart, and axle-tree.
They sank as lead, and their men lie dead, dead as stone; so mote it be!
Thou didst blow, and entomb our foe in the bottom of the sea:
And, if dry-shod we went o’er, O God, be ascribed the praise to thee!

[text: Richard Woodward (c.1743-1777)]

SECOND LESSON: The Triumphal Entry Mark 11:1-10
Reader: A Senior Chorister

When they were approaching Jerusalem, at Bethpage and Bethany, near
the Mount of Olives, he sent two of his disciples and said to them,
“Go into the village ahead of you, and immediately as you enter it, you
will find tied there a colt that has never been ridden; untie it and bring
it. If anyone says to you, “Why are you doing this?’ just say this, “The
Lord needs it and will send it back here immediately.’ “ They went
away and found a colt tied near a door, outside in the street. As they
were untying it, some of the bystanders said to them, “What are you
doing, untying the colt?” They told them what Jesus had said; and they
allowed them to take it. Then they brought the colt to Jesus and threw
their cloaks on it; and he sat on it. Many people spread their cloaks on
the road, and others spread leafy branches that they had cut in the
fields. Then those who went ahead and those who followed were
shouting, “Hosanna! Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the
Lord! Blessed is the coming kingdom of our ancestor David! Hosanna
in the highest heaven!”
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CAROL Traditional English, Arr: Martin Shaw (1875-1958)

As we rode down the steep hillside, twelve merchants with our fairing,
A shout across the hollow land came loud upon our hearing,
A shout, a song, a thousand strong, a thousand lusty voices;
“Make haste,” said I, I knew not why, “Jerusalem rejoices!”
Beneath the olives fast we rode, and louder came the shouting:
“So great a noise must mean,” said we, “a king beyond all doubting!”
Spurred on, did we, this king to see, and left the mules to follow:
And nearer, clearer rang the noise along the Kidron hollow,
Behold, a many-colored crowd about the gate we found there;
But one among them all, we marked, one man who made no sound there;
Still louder ever rose the crowd’s “Hosanna in the highest!”
“O king, “ thought I, “I know not why in all this joy thou sighest.”
Then he looked up, he looked at me but whether he spoke I doubted.
How could I hear so calm a speech while all the rabble shouted?
And yet these words, it seems, I heard: “I shall be crowned tomorrow.”
They struck my heart with sudden smart, and filled my bones with sorrow.
We followed far, we traded not but long we could not find him
The very folk that called him King let robbers go and bind him.
We found him then, the sport of men, still calm among their crying:
And well we knew his words were true he was most kingly dying.

[text: Frank Kendon (1893-1959)]

THIRD LESSON: The Last Supper I Corinthians 11:23-26
Reader: A Gentleman of the Choir

For I received from the Lord what I also handed on to you, that the
Lord Jesus on the night when he was betrayed took a loaf of bread,
and when he had given thanks, he broke it and said, “This is my body
that is given for you. Do this in remembrance of me.” In the same way
he took the cup also, after supper, saying, “This cup is the new
covenant in my blood. Do this, as often as you drink it, in
remembrance of me.” For as often as you eat this bread and drink the
cup, you proclaim the Lord’s death until he comes.
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¶ Please stand.

HYMN 458 LOVE UNKNOWN

Vs 5 Arr. Kevin Kwan; Vs 6 Arr. Kevin Kwan & Martin Green;
Vs 7 Descant Christopher Putnam
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¶ Please be seated.
FOURTH LESSON: The Crucifixion John 19:17-30

Reader: An Acolyte

So they took Jesus; and carrying the cross by himself, he went out to
what is called The Place of the Skull, which in Hebrew is called
Golgotha. There they crucified him, and with him two others, one on
either side, with Jesus between them. Pilate also had an inscription
written and put on the cross. It read, “Jesus of Nazareth, the King of
the Jews.” Many of the Jews read this inscription, because the place
where Jesus was crucified was near the city; and it was written in
Hebrew, in Latin, and in Greek. Then the chief priests said to Pilate,
“Do not write, ‘The King of the Jews,’ but, ‘This man said, I am King
of the Jews.’” Pilate answered, “What I have written I have written.”
When the soldiers had crucified Jesus, they took his clothes and
divided them into four parts, one for each soldier. They also took his
tunic; now the tunic was seamless, woven in one piece from the top.
So they said to one another, “Let us not tear it, but cast lots for it to
see who will get it.” This was to fulfill what the scripture says, “They
divided my clothes among themselves, and for my clothing they cast
lots.” And that is what the soldiers did. Meanwhile, standing near the
cross of Jesus were his mother, and his mother’s sister, Mary the wife of
Clopas, and Mary Magdalene. When Jesus saw his mother and the
disciple whom he loved standing beside her, he said to his mother,
“Woman, here is your son.” Then he said to the disciple, “Here is your
mother.” And from that hour the disciple took her into his own home.
After this, when Jesus knew that all was now finished, he said (in order
to fulfill the scripture), “I am thirsty.” A jar full of sour wine was
standing there. So they put a sponge full of the wine on a branch of
hyssop and held it to his mouth. When Jesus had received the wine, he
said, “It is finished.” Then he bowed his head and gave up his spirit.
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CAROL Pyotr Ilych Tchaikovsky (1840-1893)

When Jesus Christ was yet a child, he had a garden small and wild,
Wherein he cherished roses fair, and wove them into garlands there.
Now once, as summertime drew nigh, there came a troop of children by,
And seeing roses on the tree, With shouts they plucked them merrily.
“Do you bind roses in your hair?” They cried in scorn to Jesus there.
The boy said humbly: “Take, I pray, all but the naked thorns away.”
Then of the thorns they made a crown, and with rough fingers pressed it down,
‘Till on his forehead fair and young red drops of blood like roses sprung.

[text: Plechtchéev , trans., Geoffrey Dearmer ]

FIFTH LESSON: The Empty Tomb Matthew 28:1-10
Reader: A Lector

After the Sabbath, as the first day of the week was dawning, Mary Magdalene
and the other Mary went to see the tomb. And suddenly there was a great
earthquake; for an angel of the Lord, descending from heaven, came and
rolled back the stone and sat on it. His appearance was like lightning, and
his clothing white as snow. For fear of him the guards shook and became
like dead men. But the angel said to the women, “Do not be afraid; I know
that you are looking for Jesus who was crucified. He is not here; for he has
been raised, as he said. Come, see the place where he lay. Then go quickly
and tell his disciples, “He has been raised from the dead, and indeed he is
going ahead of you to Galilee; there you will see him.’ This is my message
for you.” So they left the tomb quickly with fear and great joy, and ran to
tell his disciples. Suddenly Jesus met them and said, “Greetings!” And they
came to him, took hold of his feet, and worshiped him. Then Jesus said to
them, “Do not be afraid; go and tell my brothers to go to Galilee; there they
will see me.”

CAROL Vreuchten, melody taken from Psalmen, 1685;
Harm. Charles Wood

This joyful Eastertide, away with sin and sorrow! My Love, the Crucified,
hath sprung to life this morrow, Had Christ, that once was slain, ne’er burst his
three-day prison, our faith had been in vain; but now is Christ arisen, arisen,
arisen, arisen. Death’s flood hath lost its chill, since Jesus crossed the river: Lord
of all life, from ill my passing life deliver, My flesh in hope shall rest, and for a
season slumber, till trump from east to west shall wake the dead in number.

[text: Richard Woodward (c.1743-1777)]


