Hymn - Dear Lord and Father of Mankind

Dear Lord and Father of mankind,
forgive our foolish ways;
reclothe us in our rightful mind,
in purer lives thy service find,

in deeper reverence, praise.

In simple trust like theirs who heard
beside the Syrian sea
the gracious calling of the Lord,
let us, like them, without a word

rise up and follow thee.

O Sabbath rest by Galilee,
O calm of hills above,
where Jesus knelt to share with thee
the silence of eternity,

interpreted by love!

Drop thy still dews of quietness,
till all our strivings cease;
take from our souls the strain and stress,
and let our ordered lives confess

the beauty of thy peace.



Breathe through the heats of our desire
thy coolness and thy balm;
let sense be dumb, let flesh retire;
speak through the earthquake, wind, and fire,

O still, small voice of calm!

Prayer

Let us pray.
God our Father,
you have taught us through your Son
that love is the fulfilling of the Law.
Grant to your servants Samuel and Rachel that,
loving one another, they may remain in your love
all the days of their life:
through Jesus Christ our Lord to whom with you and the

Holy Spirit be all love and all glory for time and for

eternity. Amen

First Reading

A reading from Colossians 3:12-17, by Niamh Jones



Hymn - Lord of the Dance

| danced in the morning
When the world was begun,
And | danced in the moon
And the stars and the sun,
And | came down from heaven
And | danced on the earth,
At Bethlehem | had my birth.

Dance, then, wherever you may be,
| am the Lord of the Dance, said he,
And I'll lead you all, wherever you may be,

And I'll lead you all in the Dance, said he

| danced for the scribe
And the pharisee,

But they would not dance
And they wouldn't follow me.
| danced for the fishermen,
For James and John
They came with me

And the Dance went on.



| danced on the Sabbath
And | cured the lame;
The holy people
Said it was a shame.
They whipped and they stripped
And they hung me on high,
And they left me there

On a Cross to die.

| danced on a Friday
When the sky turned black
It's hard to dance
With the devil on your back.
They buried my body
And they thought I'd gone,

But | am the Dance,
And | still go on.
They cut me down
And | leapt up high;
| am the life
That'll never, never die;
I'll live in you
If you'll live in me -
| am the Lord
Of the Dance, said he.
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