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A New Mass for Congregations Carroll T. AndrewsG  G

P A: C

Mass XI - Missa Orbis Factor Kyriale RomanumK E

& œ œb œ œ � �
Ky - ri - e

œ œ œ œb œ œ œ œ œ œ œ �
e - le - i - son.

& œ œb œ œ � �
Ky - ri - e

œ œ œ œb œ œ œ œ œ œ œ �
e - le - i - son.

& œ œb œ œ � �
Ky - ri - e

œ œ œ œb œ œ œ œ œ œ œ �
e - le - i - son.

& œ œ � œ œ œ œ œ �
Chri - ste

œ œ œ œb œ œ œ œ œ œ œ �
e - le - i-son.

& œ œ � œ œ œ œ œ �
Chri - ste

œ œ œ œb œ œ œ œ œ œ œ �
e - le - i-son.

& œ œ � œ œ œ œ œ �
Chri - ste

œ œ œ œb œ œ œ œ œ œ œ �
e - le - i-son.

& œ œb œ œ � �
Ky - ri - e

œ œ œ œb œ œ œ œ œ œ œ �
e - le - i - son.

& œ œb œ œ � �
Ky - ri - e

œ œ œ œb œ œ œ œ œ œ œ �
e - le - i - son.

& œ œ œ œ œ � � œ œ œ œ œ �
Ky - ri - e

œ œ œ œb œ œ œ œ œ œ œ �
e - le - i-son.

Kyrie

Music: Missa Orbis Factor, David Hurd, © 1979, GIA Publications, Inc.

I confess to almighty God
and to you, my brothers and sisters, 
that I have greatly sinned,
in my thoughts and in my words,
in what I have done 
and in what I have failed to do,

And, striking their breast, they say:

through my fault, through my fault, 

through my most grievous fault;

Then they continue:

therefore I ask blessed Mary ever-Virgin, 
all the Angels and Saints,
and you, my brothers and sisters,
to pray for me to the Lord our God.



C
3
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L i t u r g y  o f  t h e  W o r d
F R Exodus 32:7-11, 13-14

The Lord relented in the punishment he had threatened to inflict on his people.

The Lord said to Moses, “Go down at once to your people, 
whom you brought out of the land of Egypt, for they have become depraved.
They have soon turned aside +om the way I pointed out to them,
making for themselves a molten calf and worshiping it, sacrificing to it and crying out,
‘This is your God, O Israel, who brought you out of the land of Egypt!’
“I see how stiff-necked this people is,” continued the Lord to Moses.
“Let me alone, then, that my wrath may blaze up against them to consume them.
Then I will make of you a great nation.”
But Moses implored the Lord, his God, saying,
“Why, O Lord, should your wrath blaze up against your own people,
whom you brought out of the land of Egypt with such great power and with so strong a hand?
Remember your servants Abraham, Isaac, and Israel,
and how you swore to them by your own self, saying,
‘I will make your descendants as numerous as the stars in the sky; and all this land that I 
promised, I will give your descendants as their perpetual heritage.’”
So the Lord relented in the punishment he had threatened to inflict on his people.

P 63R P Richard Proulx

Text: The Revised Grail Psalms, © 2010, Conception Abbey and The Grail, admin. by GIA Publications, Inc.; 
    Refrain, Lectionary for Mass, © 1969, 1981, 1997, ICEL
Music: Richard Proulx, © 1975, GIA Publications, Inc.

RESPONSORIAL PSALM Psalm 63:2, 3–4, 5–6, 8–9

O God, you are my God; at dawn I 
  seek you;
 for you my soul is thirsting.
For you my flesh is pining,
 like a dry, weary land without 
  water. �

I have come before you in the sanctuary,
 to behold your strength and your 
  glory.
Your loving mercy is better than life;
 my lips will speak your praise. �

TWENTY-SECOND SUNDAY IN ORDINARY TIME / A

I will bless you all my life;
 in your name I will lift up my hands.
My soul shall be filled as with a 
  banquet;
 with joyful lips, my mouth shall  

 praise you. �

For you have been my strength;
 in the shadow of your wings I  

 rejoice.
My soul clings fast to you;
 your right hand upholds me. �
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S R 1 Timothy 1:12-17

Christ came to save sinners.

Beloved:I am grateful to him who has strengthened me, Christ Jesus our Lord,
because he considered me trustworthy in appointing me to the ministry.
I was once a blasphemer and a persecutor and arrogant,
but I have been mercifully treated because I acted 
out of ignorance in my unbelief.
Indeed, the grace of our Lord has been abundant,
along with the faith and love that are in Christ Jesus.
This saying is trustworthy and deserves 
full acceptance: Christ Jesus came into the world to 
save sinners. Of these I am the foremost.
But for that reason I was mercifully treated, 
so that in me, as the foremost,
Christ Jesus might display all his patience 
as an example for those who would come to believe 
in him for everlasting life.
To the king of ages, incorruptible, invisible, the only God, 
honor and glory forever and ever. Amen.

G A Richard Proulx

God was reconciling the world to himself in Christ

and entrusting to us the message of reconciliation. – 2 Corinthians 5:19

& # 44 w œ œ œ œ œ œ œ œ
Al le lu ia,

œ œ œ œ œ
al le lu ia,

œ œ œ œ œ
al le lu

w
ia.- - - - - - - - -

Score
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Tax collectors and sinners were all drawing near to listen to Jesus,
but the Pharisees and scribes began to complain, saying,
“This man welcomes sinners and eats with them.”
So to them he addressed this parable.
“What man among you having a hundred sheep and losing one of them
would not leave the ninety-nine in the desert
and go a3er the lost one until he finds it?
And when he does find it,
he sets it on his shoulders with great joy
and, upon his arrival home,
he calls together his +iends and neighbors and says to them,
‘Rejoice with me because I have found my lost sheep.’
I tell you, in just the same way
there will be more joy in heaven over one sinner who repents
than over ninety-nine righteous people
who have no need of repentance.
“Or what woman having ten coins and losing one
would not light a lamp and sweep the house,
searching carefully until she finds it?
And when she does find it,
she calls together her +iends and neighbors
and says to them,
‘Rejoice with me because I have found the coin that I lost.’
In just the same way, I tell you,
there will be rejoicing among the angels of God
over one sinner who repents.”

G Luke 15:1-10

There will be great joy in heaven over one sinner who repents.

H
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U P Psalm 102 Taizé

& # 44 œ
O

œ œ œ .œ jœ
Lord, hear my prayer, O

œ œ œ ˙
Lord, hear my prayer:

.œ jœ ˙
when I call

.œ jœ œ
an swer me.-

& # ‰ jœ
O

œ œ œ .œ jœ
Lord, hear my prayer, O

œ œ œ ˙
Lord, hear my prayer.

.œ jœ jœ œ jœ#
Come and lis ten to

.
ṁe.-

O Lord, Hear My Prayer
Taizé

 

Score

 
Psalm 102

N C

I believe in one God,
the Father almighty,
maker of heaven and earth,
of all things visible and invisible.
I believe in one Lord Jesus Christ,
the Only Begotten Son of God,
born of the Father before all ages.
God +om God, Light +om Light,
true God +om true God,
begotten, not made, 
consubstantial with the Father;
through him all things were made.
For us men and for our salvation
he came down +om heaven,

making a profound bow
   H S  
   V M,
  .

For our sake he was crucified 
under Pontius Pilate,

he suffered death and was buried,
and rose again on the third day 
in accordance with the Scriptures. 
He ascended into heaven
and is seated at the right hand of the Father.
He will come again in glory
to judge the living and the dead
and his kingdom will have no end.
I believe in the Holy Spirit, 
the Lord, the giver of life,
who proceeds +om the Father and the Son,
who with the Father 
and the Son is adored and glorified,
who has spoken through the prophets.
I believe in one, holy, 
catholic and apostolic Church.
I confess one Baptism 
for the forgiveness of sins
and I look forward 
to the resurrection of the dead
and the life of the world to come. Amen.
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L i t u r g y  o f  t h e  E u c h a r i s t

Psalm 103:2, 5O A Adam Bartlett

Bless the Lord, O my soul, and never forget all his benefits. 
And he shall renew your youth like the eagle’s.

P   O

Copyright Acknowledgements

Liturgical Artwork by Steve Ersparmer, SM ©1993 Archdiocese of Chicago: Liturgical Training Publications.  

Copyrighted music used for this worship aid and broadcast have been used with permission or the composer; OneLicense A-704899; or Source & Summit #001164.

The excerpts 8om the English translation of Lectionary for Mass and the Roman Missal have been used with permission 

8om the International Commission on English in the Liturgy Corporation. Lectionary for Mass: © 1969, 1981, 1997, ICEL.  All rights reserved. 

English translation of The Roman Missal: © 2010, ICEL.  All rights reserved.

Creation’s Hymn10:30 - A Ludwig van Beethoven

Resound, ye heavens, proclaiming God’s glory,
Declare his honour, praise ye his Name.

The earth and sea in their splendour adore him,
O mortals, hear their holy voice!

For God hath set the stars in the heavens,
Led forth the sun to run his course.

Eternal Father, almighty Creator,
The sun and stars show forth thy praise.

– Text based on Psalm 19
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M A

E A Mass for the City Richard Proulx
H, H, H

G A

& # # 44 2
œ œ œ œ
Ho ly, Ho ly,

.œ Jœ ˙
Ho ly

˙n œ œ œ
Lord God of

.˙ jœ ‰
hosts.- - -

& # #7

œ œ œ œ
Heav en and

.œ Jœ œ œ
earth are

˙n œ œ œ
full of your

œ œ jœ ‰
glo ry- -

& # # œ
Ho

.œ Jœ œ œ
san na, ho

.œn Jœ œ œ
san na, ho

œ œ œ œ œ
san na in the

˙ .œ ‰
high est.- - - - - - -

& # #15

œ œ œ œ
Bless ed is

.œ Jœ œ œ
he, who

œn œ œ œ œ œ
comes in the name of the

˙ jœ ‰
Lord.-

& # # .. œ
Ho

.œ Jœ œ œ
san na, ho

.œn Jœ œ œ
san na, ho

œ œ œ œ œ
san na in the

œ .œ ‰ Œ
high est.- - - - - - -

U

©

(    )

& # # 44 œ œ œ œ œ œ
We pro - claim your

.œ jœ �
Death, O Lord,

œ œ œn œ œ œ
and pro - fess your Res-ur-

& # # œ � œ
rec - tion un -

œ œ œ œ œ
til you come a -

w
gain.

We Proclaim Your Death

Text: ICEL, © 2010
Music: Mass for the City, Richard Proulx, ©�1991, 2010, GIA Publications, Inc.AMEN

� � � � � � � �
� � ����

�� �





� �
� � ����

�� � � �
� �

	
����

Fri, Aug 26, 2011	
��
�
��������

Music: Mass for the City, Richard Proulx, © 1995, GIA Publications, Inc.

����
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C om m u n i on  R i t e

Mass VIII - Missa de Angelis Graduale RomanumL  G

Luke 15:10C A Graduale Romanum

I say to you, there will be joy among the angels of God 
over one sinner who repents.

AGNUS DEI

� � � � � � � �
� � ����

�� �� �� � �
�� � 	
 ��	�

� � � � � �

�� � �	� ������ �

� � � � �� �� ��

� ��� �

� � � � �
�	� �	 � �� � �� �

� � � � �
��

�� �� �� �
�� � �	��

� � � � � �
� � ����

� � � � � �
�� � 	
 ��	�

� � � � � �

�� � �	� ��� � �� �

� � � � �� �� ��

� ��� �

� � � � �
�	� �	 � �� � �� �

� � � � �
��

�� �� �� �
�� � �	��

� � � � � � � �
� � ����

�� �� �� � �
�� � 	
 ��	�

� � � � � �

�� � �	� ������ �

� � � � �� �� ��

� ��� �

� � � � �
�	� �� � �� �� �

� � � � �
�	�

�� �� �� �
�� � ����

��������������� !"#��
$����$�

��������	

Music: Vatican Edition VIII; acc. by Richard Proulx, © 1995, GIA Publications, Inc.

AGNUS DEI

� � � � � � � �
� � ����

�� �� �� � �
�� � 	
 ��	�

� � � � � �

�� � �	� ������ �

� � � � �� �� ��

� ��� �

� � � � �
�	� �	 � �� � �� �

� � � � �
��

�� �� �� �
�� � �	��

� � � � � �
� � ����

� � � � � �
�� � 	
 ��	�

� � � � � �

�� � �	� ��� � �� �

� � � � �� �� ��

� ��� �

� � � � �
�	� �	 � �� � �� �

� � � � �
��

�� �� �� �
�� � �	��

� � � � � � � �
� � ����

�� �� �� � �
�� � 	
 ��	�

� � � � � �

�� � �	� ������ �

� � � � �� �� ��

� ��� �

� � � � �
�	� �� � �� �� �

� � � � �
�	�

�� �� �� �
�� � ����

��������������� !"#��
$����$�

��������	

Music: Vatican Edition VIII; acc. by Richard Proulx, © 1995, GIA Publications, Inc.

1st & 2nd Times
Cantor: Agnus Dei, 
qui tollis peccata mundi

3rd Time
Cantor: Agnus Dei, 
qui tollis peccata mundi

All:

All:
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Draw NearR Neale

� � � � � � �� � �
Draw near,

�������

� � �
draw near!

�� �





� � � �
Take the Bod - y

� � � � � � � � �
of your Lord.

� �
Draw near,

� � �
draw near!

� � � � � � � � � � �
Drink the Blood for

� � �
you out - poured.

� �

� � � � � � � � � �� �





�

4.�With
3.�Let

1.�Draw
2.�Christ,

near

us
heav’n -
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and

ap -
ly

Re-
take

proach
bread

deem -
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er,
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e -
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whole;

Son,
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� � � � � � �
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his
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drink

claim
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with

the
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his
faith
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Blood
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�� �
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you out -
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ing
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here.
won.
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� � � � � � � � � � �
Saved

Christ
Al -

He
by

rules
pha -

spent
Christ’s

our
O -

his

me -

Bod -
life

hearts,

y

and
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for

� � � � �� �
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with

he
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Praise

� � � � � � � � � � � � � �
souls

gives
na -

Christ,
re -

be -
tions

the
freshed

liev -
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we

ers
the

chal
give

life
earth,
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D.C.�� 	
God.

ends.
now.

Priest.

page 13543234-DRAWN-P Tuesday, May 31, 2011

Draw Near

Text: Sancti, venite, Christi corpus sumite, 7th C.; tr. by John M. Neale, 1818–1866, alt.
Tune: Steven R. Janco, b.1961, © 1992, World Library Publications
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Draw Near   

Lord, for Thy Tender Mercy’s Sake10:30 - M Richard Farrant 
(1525-1580)

Lord, for thy tender mercy’s sake,
lay not our sins to our charge,

but forgive that is past,
and give us grace to amend our sinful lives.
To decline from sin and incline to virtue,

that we may walk in a perfect heart 
before thee, now and evermore.

Amen.

P A C
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