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THE LITURGY OF THE WORD 

Once the Assembly is seated and settled, the first reader approaches the 

ambo. 

First Reading (1 Cor 13:1-13) 

If I have all the eloquence of men or of angels, but speak without love, I am simply a gong 

booming or a cymbal clashing. If I have the gift of prophecy, understanding all the mysteries 

there are, and knowing everything, and if I have faith in all its fullness, to move mountains, but 

without love, then I am nothing at all. If I give away all that I possess, piece by piece, and if I 

even let them take my body to burn it, but am without love, it will do me no good whatever. 

Love is always patient and kind; it is never jealous; love is never boastful or conceited; it is 

never rude or selfish; it does not take offence, and is not resentful. Love takes no pleasure in 

other people's sins but delights in the truth; it is always ready to excuse, to trust, to hope, and 

to endure whatever comes. 

Love does not come to an end. But if there are gifts of prophecy, the time will come when 

they must fail; or the gift of languages, it will not continue for ever; and knowledge - for this 

too, the time will come when it must fail. For our knowledge is imperfect and our prophesying 

is imperfect; but once perfection comes, all imperfect things will disappear. When I was a 

child, I used to talk like a child, and think like a child, and argue like a child, but now I am a 

man, all childish ways are put behind me. Now we are seeing a dim reflection in a mirror; but 

then we shall be seeing face to face. The knowledge that I have now is imperfect; but then I 

shall know as fully as I am known. 

In short, there are three things that last: faith, hope and love; and the greatest of these is love. 

The word of the Lord. Thanks be to God. 

A period of silent reflection is observed. 

Responsorial Psalm (Psalm 22) 

The Lord’s My Shepherd 

The Lord’s my shepherd, I’ll not want. 

He makes me down to lie 

in pastures green; he leadeth me 

the quiet waters by. 

My soul he doth restore again, 



and me to walk doth make 

within the paths of righteousness, 

ev’n for his own name’s sake. 

Yea, though I walk in death’s dark vale, 

yet will I fear no ill; 

for thou art with me, and thy rod 

and staff me comfort still. 

My table thou hast furnished 

in presence of my foes. 

My head thou dost with oil anoint, 

and my cup overflows. 

Goodness and mercy, all my life, 

shall surely follow me; 

and in God’s house forever more 

my dwelling place shall be. 

Text: Scottish Psalter, 1650, alt. Music: CRIMOND, Jessie Seymour Irvine, 1871; arr. David Grant, 1872; 

descant W. Baird Ross (20th century). 

A period of silent reflection is observed. 

Gospel (John 15:1-11) 

Jesus said to his disciples: 

'I am the true vine, 

and my Father is the vinedresser. 

Every branch in me that bears no fruit 

he cuts away, 

and every branch that does bear fruit he prunes 

to make it bear even more. 

You are pruned already, 

by means of the word that I have spoken to you. 

Make your home in me, as I make mine in you. 

As a branch cannot bear fruit all by itself, 

but must remain part of the vine, 

neither can you unless you remain in me. 

I am the vine, 

you are the branches. 

Whoever remains in me, with me in him, 

bears fruit in plenty; 

for cut off from me you can do nothing. 

Anyone who does not remain in me 



is like a branch that has been thrown away 

- he withers; 

these branches are collected and thrown on the fire, 

and they are burnt. 

If you remain in me 

and my words remain in you, 

you may ask what you will 

and you shall get it. 

It is to the glory of my Father that you should bear much fruit, 

and then you will be my disciples. 

As the Father has loved me. 

so I have loved you. 

Remain in my love. 

If you keep my commandments 

you will remain in my love, 

just as I have kept my Father's commandments 

and remain in his love. 

I have told you this 

so that my own joy may be in you 

and your joy be complete.' 

The Gospel of the Lord.  Praise to you, Lord Jesus Christ. 

 


