
Music for the Festival of Dedication 
October 6, 2019 at 11:00 am 

 

The Music of the Mass: The Mass for Four Voices,  William Byrd 

Prelude: O Gott, du frommer Gott,  Johannes Brahms 

 

THE PROCESSION 
 

V /  LET us go forth in peace; 
R / In the Name of the LORD, Amen. 

At the Rood 

V / Blessèd are they that dwell in thy house; 
R / They will be always praising thee.  

 

COLLECT 
 

O Lord God, who bringest us year by year to the consecration day of this thy holy temple, and who 
ever permittest us to celebrate thy holy mysteries; hear the prayers of thy people, and grant that 
whososever entereth this temple to ask any blessing of thee, may joyfully obtain every petition; 
through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen 

 
   

HYMN 346 – Only begotten, Word of God eternal  

1 ONLY-BEGOTTEN, Word of GOD eternal,  
LORD of Creation, merciful and mighty,  
List to thy servants, when their tuneful  
   voices 
Rise to thy presence. 

2 Thus in our solemn Feast of Dedication, 
Graced with returning rites of due devotion, 
Ever thy children, year by year rejoicing,
Chant in thy temple. 

    

3 Here in our sickness healing grace  

   aboundeth, 
Light in our blindness, in our toil  
   refreshment; 
Sin is forgiven, hope o'er fear prevaileth,  
Joy over sorrow. 

4 Hallowed this dwelling where the LORD  

   abideth, 
This is none other than the gate of heaven; 
Strangers and pilgrims, seeking homes eternal, 
Pass through its portals. 

    

5 LORD, we beseech thee, as we throng thy  
   temple, 
By thy past blessings, by thy present bounty, 
Smile on thy children, and with tender  
   mercy 
Hear our petitions. 

6 GOD in THREE PERSONS, FATHER everlasting,  
SON co-eternal, ever-blessèd SPIRIT,  
Thine be the glory, praise and adoration,  
Now and for ever.  

 from the Latin, c. 9th century  ISTE CONFESSOR  
Tr. (1884) M.J. Blacker 

Postlude: Urbs Jerusalem beata Healey Willan 

 

Motet: ‘Behold, the tabernacle of God’ Healey Willan 
Behold, the tabernacle of God is with men, and the Spirit of God dwelleth within you: for the temple of God 
is holy, Which temple are ye: for the love of whom ye do this day celebrate the joys of the temple with a 
season of festivity. O how dreadful is this place. This is the house of God, and this is the gate of heaven. 
(Antiphon for the Feast of Dedication) 

 

CONCLUDING HYMN 372 – O Praise ye the Lord 

1 O PRAISE ye the LORD!  
Praise him in the height;  
Rejoice in his Word, 
Ye angels of light; 
Ye heavens, adore him  
By whom ye were made,  
And worship before him,  
In brightness arrayed. 

2 O praise ye the LORD!  
Praise him upon earth,  
In tuneful accord, 
Ye sons of new birth; 
Praise him who hath brought you  
His grace from above, 
Praise him who hath taught you 
To sing of his love. 

    

3 O praise ye the LORD, 

All things that give sound;  

Each jubilant chord, 

Re-echo around; 

Loud organs, his glory  

Forth tell in deep tone,  

And sweet harp, the story  

Of what he hath done. 

4 O praise ye the LORD!  

Thanksgiving and song  

To him be outpoured  

All ages along: 

For love in creation,  

For heaven restored,  

For grace of salvation 

O praise ye the LORD!  

 H.J. Gauntlett, 1875 LAUDATE DOMINUM  

Rev. Sir H.W. Baker, 1875 



The Procession continues:  

 

 

  

 OFFERTORY HYMN 563 - The Church’s one foundation 

1 The Church's one foundation 
Is JESUS CHRIST, her LORD; 
She is his new creation 
By water and the Word: 
From heaven he came and sought her 
To be his holy Bride; 
With his own Blood he bought her, 
And for her life he died. 

2 Elect from every nation, 
Yet one o'er all the earth, 
Her charter of salvation 
One LORD, one faith, one birth, 
One holy Name she blesses, 
Partakes one holy Food, 
And to one hope she presses, 
With every grace endued. 

COMMUNION HYMN 466 - We love the place, O God  

1 WE love the place, O GOD,  
Wherein thine honour dwells; 
   The joy of thine abode  
All earthly joy excels. 

2 It is the house of prayer,  
Wherein thy servants meet; 
   And thou, O LORD, art there  
Thy chosen flock to greet. 

           

3 We love the sacred font;  
For there the Holy Dove 
   To pour is ever wont  
His blessing from above. 

4 We love thine altar, LORD;  
O what on earth so dear? 
   For there, in faith adored,  
We find thy presence near.  

           

5 We love the word of life,  
The word that tells of peace, 
   Of comfort in the strife,  

And joys that never cease. 

6 We love to sing below  
For mercies freely given; 
   But O we long to know  

The triumph-song of heaven. 
           

    7 LORD JESUS, give us grace  
On earth to love thee more, 
   In heaven to see thy face,  
And with thy saints adore. 

  

QUAM DILECTA  
Bishop Henry L. Jenner 1820-1898   

 William Bullock 1798-1874  
and H.W. Baker 1821-1877  

HYMN 348 – Christ is made the sure Foundation 

1 CHRIST is made the sure Foundation, 
Christ the Head and Corner-stone, 
Chosen of the Lord, and precious, 
Binding all the Church in one, 
Holy Sion’s help for ever, 
And her confidence alone. 

2 All that dedicated city, 
Dearly loved of God on high, 
In exultant jubilation 
Pours perpetual melody, 
God the One in Three adoring 
In glad hymns eternally. 

           

3 To this temple, where we call thee, 
Come, O Lord of hosts, to-day;  
With thy wonted loving-kindness 
Hear thy servants as they pray; 
And thy fullest benediction 
Shed within its walls alway. 

4 Here vouchsafe to all thy servants 
What they ask of thee to gain, 
What they gain from thee for ever 
With the blessèd to retain, 
And hereafter in thy glory 
Evermore with thee to reign. 

           

    5 Laud and honour to the FATHER, 
Laud and honour to the SON, 
Laud and honour to the SPIRIT, 
Ever THREE and ever ONE, 
Consubstantial, co-eternal, 
While unending ages run. 

  

WESTMINSTER ABBEY  
Henry Purcell (1658-1695), c. 1680  

 Latin (7th cent.)  
Tr J.M.Neale (1818-1866), 1851  

3 Though with a scornful wonder 

Men see her sore oppressed, 
By schisms rent asunder, 
By heresies distressed: 
Yet saints their watch are keeping, 
Their cry goes up, ‘How long?’ 
And soon the night of weeping 
Shall be the morn of song. 

4 'Mid toil and tribulation, 

And tumult of her war, 
She waits the consummation 
Of peace forevermore; 
Till with the vision glorious 
Her longing eyes are blest, 
And the great Church victorious 
Shall be the Church at rest. 

           

    5 Yet she on earth hath union 
With the GOD the THREE in ONE, 
And mystic sweet communion 
With those whose rest is won: 
O happy ones and holy! 
LORD, give us grace that we, 
Like them, the meek and lowly, 
On high may dwell with thee. 

  

AURELIA 
Rev. S.J. Sone, 1868 

 S.S. Wesley 


