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PART ONE
PRELUDE: Solo viola

1. ST. BENEDICT and CHORUS
(from the Prologue to The Rule of St. Benedict)

St. Benedict

Hearken, my son, to the precepts of the master,
and incline the ear of thy heart; freely accept and
faithfully fulfil the instructions of a loving father,
that by the labour of obedience thou mayest
return to Him from whom thou hast strayed by
the sloth of disobedience. To thee are my words
now addressed, whosoever thou mayest be that
renouncing thine own will, to fight for the true
King, Christ, dost take up the strong and glorious
weapons of obedience.

Chorus

Ausculta, o fili, praecepta magistri, et inclina
aurem cordis tui et admonitionem pii patris
libenter excipe et efficaciter comple; ut ad eum
per obedientiae laborem redeas, a quo per
inobedientiae desidiam recesseras. Ad te ergo
nunc mihi sermo dirigitur, quisquis abrenuntians
propriis voluntatibus. Domino Christo vero Regi
militaturus, obedientiae fortissima atque praeclara
arma sumis.

2. TENOR SOLO and CHORUS (from Psalm 38)

Novice

Thy rebuke, Lord, not Thy vengeance;

Thy chastisement, not Thy condemnation.

Thy arrows pierce me, Thy hand presses me hard;
Thy anger has driven away all health from my
body,

my bones have no rest, so grevious are my sins.

My wrong-doing towers high above me,
hangs on me like a heavy burden;

from my own folly my wounds agonise me.
1 go mourning all day long, my whole body
broken;

so spent, so crushed, so beaten and bowed.

Chorus
Thou, Lord, knowest all my longing;
no sighs are hidden from Thee.

Novice

Restless my heart, gone my strength;

the very light that shone from my eye is mine no
more.

Chorus
No sighs are hidden from Thee.
Thou, Lord, knowest all my longing.

Novice

My friends and companions turn their backs,

ill wishers grudge me life itself.

They lay snares for me. They plan death for me.
My God, my God, make haste to help me.

Chorus

Thou, Lord, knowest all my sorrow.

Thou, Lord, wilt listen to me.

Such is my prayer, in Thee 1 trust;

be my refuge, my defence, O Lord my God.

Novice

Thy rebuke, Lord, not Thy vengeance;

Thy chastisement not Thy condemnation.

Thy arrows pierce me, Thy hand presses me hard.
Thy anger has driven away all health from my
body.

My bones have no rest, so grievous are my sins.
So spent, so crushed, so beaten and bowed.

3. CHORUS (Texts quoted by 5t. Benedict in the
Prologue to The Rule)

Chorus

We have piped unto you and you have not
danced.

We have mourned unto you and you have not
lamented. (Matthew 11 v 17)

Knowest thou not that the patience of God inviteth
thee to repentance. (Romans 2 v 4)

For the Lord wills not the death of a sinner, but
that he be converted and live. (Ezekie/ 33 v 11)
If thou wilt have true and everlasting life,

keep thy tongue from evil.

Turn away from evil and do good,

seek peace and pursue it. (Psalm 34 v 12-14)

Come ye children, hearken to me; harden not your
hearts.

1 will teach you the fear of the Lord. Harden not
your hearts.




What man is he that desireth life? | am He.

What man would fain see good days?

Come ye children, harken to me; harden not your
hearts. (Psalm 34 v 11)

Now is the hour for us to rise from sleep.
Cast off the works of darkness.

Let us put on the armour of light.
(Romans 13v 11-12)

Harden not your hearts.

Run while you have the light of life,
lest the darkness of death overtake you.
(John 12 v 35)

We have piped unto you and you have not
danced.

We have mourned unto you and you have not
lamented. (Matthew 11 v 17)

He that hath ears to hear, let him hear.
(Mark 4 v 9)

4. TENOR SOLO and CHORUS (from Psalm 15)

Novice
Lord, who shall dwell in Thy house?
Lord, who shall rest upon Thy holy hill?

Chorus

He that walketh without blemish

And doth that which is right.

He that speaks the truth from his heart
And has not slandered with his tongue.

Novice
Lord, who shall dwell in Thy house?
Lord, who shall rest upon Thy holy hill?

Chorus

He that has done no evil to his neighbour

And has not slandered his friends,

In whose eye the worthless have no honour
But he makes much of those that fear the Lord.

Novice
Lord, who shall dwell in Thy house?

Chorus
Lord, who shall rest upon Thy holy hill?

He who keeps his word, come what may,
He who gives freely,

He who cares more for others than himself.
He that doeth these things shall never fall.
(Worth Abbey Psalter)

5. CHORUS and TENOR SOLO (from Psalm 84)

Chorus

How lovely is Thy dwelling place, O Lord God of
Hosts.

How lovely is Thy dwelling place, O Lord my God.

Novice

My soul has a desire and longing

to enter in the house of the Lord, the living God.
At His name my whole being thrills with joy,
my heart and soul fill with pleasure.

Where else should the sparrow build her nest?
Where else should the swallow find her home
but at Thy altar, my King and my God?

Blessed are they who ever dwell with You.

Chorus
They will always be praising You.

Novice
Blessed is the man whose strength is in You.

Chorus
In whose heart are the highways to heaven.

Novice

Who going through the valley of thirst

Finds there a spring from which to drink

Till the autumn rains shall clothe it with blessings.

Chorus

They go from strength to strength, they appear
ev'ry one of them, before the God of

Gods in Zion.

One day in Your courts is better than a thousand.
| would rather stand at the threshold of the house
of my God,

than dwell in the tents of ungodliness.

For the Lord is a rampart and shield,

For the Lord gives favour and honour.

O Lerd God of Hosts.

Blessed is the man who puts his trust in Thee.




Novice

My soul has a desire and longing

to enter in the house of the Lord, the living God!
At His name my whole being thrills with joy.
My heart and soul fill with pleasure.

Lord hear my prayer.

PART TWO

6. ST. BENEDICT and CHORUS (from Chapter
6 of The Rule)

St Benedict

When anyone newly cometh to be a monk, let him
not be granted an easy admittance: Test the spirits
to see whether they come from God. If such a one
persevere in his knocking, then let admittance be
granted to him; let him be told all the hardships
and trials through which we travel to God. If he
promise to persevere in his purpose, let him be
addressed thus: “Behold the law under which you
wish to serve; if you can observe it, enter; if you
cannot, freely depart”.

Chorus

Noviter veniens quis ad conversationem, non ei
facilis tribuatur ingressus; probate spiritus si ex
Deo sunt; probate, probate spiritus. Si veniens
perseveraverit pulsans, annuatur ei ingressus;
praedicantur ei omnia dura et aspera per quae itur
ad Deum. Si promiserit de stabilitate sua
perseverantiam, dicatur ei: Ecce lex sub qua
militare vis; si potes observare, ingredere; si vero
non potes, liber discede. Ecce lex sub qua militare
vis.

7. TENOR SOLO and CHORUS
(from The Hound of Heaven by Francis
Thompson)

Novice

| fled Him, down the nights and down the days;
| fled Him, down the arches of the years;

| fled Him, down the labyrinthine ways

Of my own mind; and in the mist of tears

| hid from Him, and under running laughter.
Up vista’d hopes | sped;

And shot, precipitated,

Adown Titanic glooms of chasmed fears,

From those strong Feet that followed, followed
after.

But with unhurrying chase,

And unperturbéd pace,

Deliberate speed, majestic instancy,
They beat - and a Voice beat

More instant than the Feet:

Chorus
“All things betray thee, who betrayest Me.”

Novice

| pleaded, outlaw-wise,

By many a hearted casement, curtained red,
Trellised with intertwining charities;

(For, though | knew His love Who followéd,
Yet was | sore adread

Lest, having Him, | must have naught beside)
But, if one little casement parted wide,

The gust of His approach would clash it to.
Fear wist not to evade, as Love wist to pursue.
Across the margent of the world 1 fled,

And troubled the gold gateways of the stars,
Smiting for shelter on their clangéd bars;
Fretted to dulcet jars

And silvern chatter the pale ports of the moon.
I said to Dawn: Be sudden — to Eve: Be soon;
With thy young skiey blossoms heap me over
From this tremendous Lover!

Float thy vague veil about me, lest He seel

To all swift things for swiftness | did sue;
Clung to the whistling mane of every wind.
But whether they swept, smoothly fleet,

The long savannahs of the blue;

Or whether, Thunder-driven,

They clanged his chariot 'thwart a heaven,
Plashy with flying lightnings round the spurn of
their feet:

Fear wist not to evade as Love wist to pursue.
Still with unhurrying chase,

And unperturbéd pace,

Deliberate speed, majestic instancy,

Came on the following Feet,

And a Voice above their beat:

Chorus
“Naught shelters thee, who wilt not shelter Me.”

Novice
My mangled youth lies dead beneath the heap.
My days have crackled and gone up in smoke,










