ENTRANCE OF THE BRIDE

WELCOME
HYMN
Morning Has Broken

Morning has broken,
Like the first morning,
Blackbird has spoken
Like the first bird;
Praise for the singing,
Praise for the morning,
Praise for them springing
Fresh from the Word.

Sweet the rain’s new fall,
Sunlit from heaven,
Like the first dewfall

On the first grass;

Praise for the sweetness,
Of the wet garden,

Sprung in completeness
Where his feet pass.

Mine is the sunlight,
Mine is the morning,
Born of the one light
Eden saw play;
Praise with elation,
Praise every morning,
God's re-creation
Of the new day.



BLESSING THE MARRIAGE COVENANT
EXCHANGING OF THE RINGS
READINGS
Song of Solomon 2.10-13; 8.6,7
1 Corinthians 13
HYMN
Love Divine, All Loves Excelling

Love Divine, all loves excelling,
Joy of heaven, to earth come down,
Fix in us thy humble dwelling,

All thy faithful mercies crown.
Jesu, thou art all compassion,
Pure unbounded love thou art;
Visit us with thy salvation,
Enter every trembling heart.

Come, almighty to deliver,

Let us all thy grace receive;
Suddenly return, and never,
Never more thy temples leave.
Thee we would be always blessing,
Serve thee as thy hosts above;
Pray, and praise thee, without ceasing,
Glory in thy perfect love.



Finish then thy new creation:
Pure and spotless let us be;

Let us see thy great salvation
Perfectly restored in thee;
Changed from glory into glory
Till in heaven we take our place,
Till we cast our crowns before thee,
Lost in wonder, love, and praise!

ADDRESS

HYMN
The 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.

Chorus:
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.

Chorus

| 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.

Chorus

| 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.

Chorus
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