
 

Eighth Sunday in Ordinary Time: 27 February 2022 

 

Prelude 
 

    Voluntary IV                                                                                            Thomas Adams          
                                                                                                                          (1795-1858) 
                                                                                                                             

2. Alleluia! not as orphans 
Are we left in sorrow now; 
Alleluia! he is near us, 
Faith believes, nor questions how; 
Though the cloud from sight received him, 
When the forty days were o’er, 
Shall our hearts forget his promise? 
“I am with you evermore!” 

1. Alleluia! sing to Jesus! 
His the scepter, his the throne; 
Alleluia! his the triumph, 
His the victory alone; 
Hark! the songs of peaceful Zion 
Thunder like a mighty flood; 
Jesus out of ev’ry nation 
Has redeemed us by his blood. 

3. Alleluia! Bread of Angels, 
Here on earth our food, our stay! 
Alleluia! here the sinful 
Flee to you from day to day: 
Intercessor, friend of sinners, 
Earth’s redeemer, plead for me, 
Where the songs of all the sinless 
Sweep across the crystal sea.  

Alleluia! Sing to Jesus 
HYFRYDOL 

Text: 87 87 D; based on Revelation 5:9–14; William C. Dix, 1837–1898, and Compilers. Music: Rowland H. Prichard, 1811–1887. 



 

Psalm Response 

1. O Lord, I am not worthy 
That thou should'st come to me; 
But speak the word of comfort, 
My spirit healed shall be. 
 
2. And humbly I'll receive thee, 
The Bridegroom of my soul, 
No more by sin to grieve thee 
Or fly thy sweet control. 

3. Eternal Holy Spirit, 
Unworthy though I be, 
Prepare me to receive him 
And trust the Word to me. 
 
4. Increase my faith, dear Jesus, 
In thy real presence here, 
And make me feel most deeply 
That thou to me art near. 

O Lord, I Am Not Worthy 

NON DIGNUS 

Text: 76 76; based on Matthew 8:8; O Herr, ich bin nicht 
würdig; Landshuter  
Gesangbuch, 1777; tr. anon. Music: anon.; Catholic 
Youth Hymnal, 1871. 



 

Liturgy of the Eucharist 
 

Holy, Holy, Holy (Mass of Creation—Marty Haugen)  
 
Mystery of Faith (When We Eat This Bread—Mass of Creation Marty Haugen) 
 
Amen (Mass of Creation—Marty Haugen)  
 
 

Communion Rite  
 

Lamb of God (Mass of Creation—Marty Haugen)  

Bread of Angels 

Curtis Stephan 
 
1. Bread of angels, we receive you; with us now abide. 
 Precious Jesus, manna of ages, with us now reside. 
 Panis angélicus fit panis hóminum,  
 Dat panis cáelicus figúris términum. 
 
2. Cup of Mercy overflowing, fill us with your grace; 
 wine of passion, O Son begotten, we flee to your embrace. 
 O res mirábilis mandúcat Dóminum, 
 Pauper, Pauper, servus, et húmilis. 
 
3. Word incarnate, dwell within us; pierce our hardened hearts. 
 Tender Jesus, Love so gentle, never let us part. 
 Te, trina Déitas únaque, póscimus,  
 Sic nos tu vísita, sicut te cólimus. 
 
4. Though unworthy, we receive you, sacrament divine. 
 Bread of angels, accept our praises, let your glory shine! 
 Per tuas sémitas duc nos quo téndimus, 
 lucem, Ad lucem quam inhábitas. 
 
English text, Curtis Stephan. Latin text, Panis angelicus by St. Thomas Aquinas,  
1227–1274. Music and English text © 2002, Curtis Stephan. Published by OCP. All  
rights reserved. 
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Postlude 
     

   La Rejoissance from the Music for the Royal Firework                               G.F. Handel 
 

Song of Praise   
 

Thy Word Is Like A Garden, Lord  
 

Words: Edwin Holder (1837-1904)  
Music: Lorraine Nelson Wolf  
Performed by: Paul and Harriet Tomasko, and Lorraine Nelson Wolf  

Thy Word is like a garden, Lord, with flowers bright and fair; 
And every one who seeks may pluck a lovely cluster there. 
Thy Word is like a deep, deep mine; and jewels rich and rare 
Are hidden in its mighty depths for every searcher there. 
 

O may I love Thy precious Word, may I explore the mine,  
May I its fragrant flowers glean, may light upon me shine!  
O may I find my armor there! Thy Word my trusty sword, 
I’ll learn to fight with every foe the battle of the Lord. 
 
Thy Word is like a starry host: a thousand rays of light  
Are seen to guide the traveler and make his pathway bright.  
Thy Word is like an armory, where soldiers may repair;  
And find, for life’s long battle day, all needful weapons there. 
 
O may I love Thy precious Word, may I explore the mine,  
May I its fragrant flowers glean, may light upon me shine!  
O may I find my armor there! Thy Word my trusty sword, 
I’ll learn to fight with every foe the battle of the Lord. 


