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Reverend Tom Putt

READING

1 Corinthians 13,
by Reverend Tom Putt

131f | speak in the tongues[a] of men or of angels, but do not have
love, | am only a resounding gong or a clanging cymbal. 2 If | have
the gift of prophecy and can fathom all mysteries and all
knowledge, and if | have a faith that can move mountains, but do
not have love, | am nothing. 3 If | give all | possess to the poor and
give over my body to hardship that | may boast,[b] but do not have
love, | gain nothing.

4 Love is patient, love is kind. It does not envy, it does not boast, it is
not proud. s It does not dishonor others, it is not self-seeking, it is
not easily angered, it keeps no record of wrongs. s Love does not

delight in evil but rejoices with the truth. 7 It always protects, always

trusts, always hopes, always perseveres.

s Love never fails. But where there are prophecies, they will cease;
where there are tongues, they will be stilled; where there is
knowledge, it will pass away. ¢ For we know in part and we prophesy
in part, 10 but when completeness comes, what is in part
disappears. 11 When | was a child, | talked like a child, | thought like
a child, | reasoned like a child. When | became a man, | put the ways
of childhood behind me. 12 For now we see only a reflection as in a
mirror; then we shall see face to face. Now | know in part; then |
shall know fully, even as | am fully known.

13 And now these three remain: faith, hope and love. But the
greatest of these is love.



THE ADDRESS
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THE MARRIAGE
The Vows, The Giving of the Rings
The Proclamation of the Marriage

HYMN - BE THOU MY VISION (SLANE)

Writer: Dallan Forgaill, Translated by Eleanor Hull & Composer: Patrick Joyce

Be thou my vision, O Lord of my heart,
be all else but naught to me, save that thou art;
be thou my best thought in the day and the night,
both waking and sleeping, thy presence my light.
Be thou my wisdom, be thou my true word,
be thou ever with me, and | with thee Lord;
be thou my great Father, and | thy true son;
be thou in me dwelling, and | with thee one.

Be thou my breastplate, my sword for the fight;
be thou my whole armour, be thou my true might;
be thou my soul's shelter, be thou my strong tower:
O raise thou me heavenward, great Power of my power.
Riches | heed not, nor man's empty praise:
be thou mine inheritance now and always;
be thou and thou only the first in my heart;

O Sovereign of heaven, my treasure thou art.
High King of heaven, thou heaven's bright sun,

O grant me its joys after victory is won;
great Heart of my own heart, whatever befall,
still be thou my vision, O Ruler of all.



THE LORD'S PRAYER

Our Father, who art in heaven,
hallowed be thy name;
thy kingdom come;
thy will be done;
on earth as it is in heaven.
Give us this day our daily bread.
And forgive us our trespasses,
as we forgive those who trespass against us.
And lead us not into temptation;
but deliver us from evil.
For thine is the kingdom,
the power and the glory,
for ever and ever.
Amen.



HYMN - JERUSALEM

Writer: William Blake & Composer: Hubert Parry

And did those feet in ancient time
Walk upon England's mountains green?
And was the Holy Lamb of God
On England's pleasant pastures seen?
And did the countenance divine
Shine forth upon our clouded hills?
And was Jerusalem built here
Among those dark Satanic mills?
Bring me my bow of burning gold
Bring me my arrows of desire
Bring me my spear, o clouds unfold
Bring me my chariots of fire
| will not cease from mental fight
Nor shall my sword sleep in my hand
'Til we have built Jerusalem
In England's green and pleasant land
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