HYMN

Lord of all hopefulness, Lord of all joy,
Whose trust, ever childlike, no cares could destroy,
Be there at our waking, and give us, we pray,

Your bliss in our hearts, Lord, at the break of the day.

Lord of all cagerness, Lord of all faith,
Whose strong hands were skilled at the plane and the lache,
Be there at our labours, and give us, we pray,

Your strcngth in our hearts, Lord, at the noon of the day.

Lord of all kindliness, Lord of all grace,
Your hands swift to welcome, your arms to embrace,
Be there at our homing, and give us, we pray,

Your love in our hearts, Lord, at the eve of the dayA

Lord of all gentleness, Lord of all calm,
Whose voice is contentment, whose presence is balm,
Be there at our sleeping, and give us, we pray,

Your peace in our hearts, Lord, at the end of the day.



FIRST READING

1 Corinthians 13

read by Lucinda Hannington

HYMN

Guide me, O thou great Redeemer,
pilgrim through this barren land;
[ am weak, but thou art mighty,
hold me with thy powerful hand:
Bread of heaven, bread of heaven,
feed me now and evermore,

feed me now and evermore.

Open now the Crystal fountain,
whence the healing stream doth flow;
let the firey cloudy pillar
lead me all my journey through:
Strong deliv'rer, strong deliv'rer,
be thou still my strength and shield,
be thou still my strength and shield.

When I tread the verge of Jordan,
bid my anxious fears subside;
death of death and hell's destruction,
land me safe on Canaan's side:
Songs and praises, songs and praises,

[ will ever give to thee,

[ will ever give to thee.



SECOND READING

A letter from Gerald Durrell to Lee McGeorge, July 1978

read by Hugo Manners

THE ADDRESS

THE VOWS

GIVING OF RINGS

THE PROCLAMATION

REGISTRATION OF THE MARRIAGE
Storybook Love, Mark Knopﬂer & \X/illy Deville

PRAYERS



THIRD READING

An excerpt from Ulysses, by Alfred Lord Tennyson

read by Eleonore Jackson-Shone

HYMN

And did those feet in ancient time
Walk upon England’s mountains green?
And was the holy Lamb of God
On England’s pleasant pascures seen?
And did the countenance divine
Shine forth upon our clouded hills?
And was Jerusalem builded 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 chariot of fire!

[ will not cease from mental fight;
Nor shall my sword sleep in my hand
Till we have built Jerusalem

In England’s green and pleasant land
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