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AT THE ENTRANCE OF THE BRIDE 

The Trumpet Tune – Henry Purcell 

WELCOME & INTRODUCTION
Reverend Phil Carey

Will you, the family and friends of Simon and Charlotte, support and uphold them in their marriage and in the years to come? 

We Will.
HYMN
Praise, my soul, the King of heaven;
To his feet your tribute bring.
Ransomed, healed, restored, forgiven,
Evermore his praises sing.
Alleluia, alleluia!
Praise the everlasting King!
Praise him for his grace and favour
To his people in distress.
Praise him, still the same as ever,
Slow to chide, and swift to bless.
Alleluia, alleluia!
Glorious in his faithfulness!
Father-like he tends and spares us;
Well our feeble frame he knows.
In his hand he gently bears us,
Rescues us from all our foes.
Alleluia, alleluia!
Widely yet his mercy flows!
Angels, help us to adore him;
You behold him face to face.
Sun and moon, bow down before him,
Dwellers all in time and space.
Alleluia, alleluia!
Praise with us the God of grace!

THE MARRIAGE

HYMN
We plough the fields and scatter
the good seed on the land,
but it is fed and watered
by God’s almighty hand.
God sends the snow in winter,
the warmth to swell the grain,
the breezes, and the sunshine,
and soft refreshing rain.


All good gifts around us are sent from heav’n above.
We thank you, God, we thank you, God, for all your love.

You only are the Maker
of all things near and far.
You paint the wayside flower,
you light the evening star.
The winds and waves obey you,
by you the birds are fed;
much more to us, your children,
you give our daily bread. 

All good gifts around us are sent from heav’n above.
We thank you, God, we thank you, God, for all your love.

We thank you, then, Creator,
for all things bright and good,
the seed-time, and the harvest,
our life, our health, our food.
Accept the gifts we offer
for all your love imparts,
and what you most would welcome:
our humble, thankful hearts. 

All good gifts around us are sent from heav’n above.
We thank you, God, we thank you, God, for all your love.

FIRST READING  1 Corinthians 13, read by Christopher Johnson

Love is patient, love is kind. It does not envy, it does not boast, it is not proud.  It does not dishonour others, it is not self-seeking, it is not easily angered, it keeps no record of wrongs. 
Love does not delight in evil but rejoices with the truth.  It always protects, always trusts, always hopes, always perseveres.

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, but when completeness comes, what is in part disappears.  
When I was a child, I talked like a child, I thought like a child, I reasoned like a child. When I became a man, I put the ways of childhood behind me. 
For now we see only a reflection as in a mirror; then we shall see face to face. Now I know in part; then I shall know fully, even as I am fully known.

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

SECOND READING As Long As Your Eyes Are Blue (Brown), J.B (Banjo) Paterson, read by Annabel Longe 
Wilt thou love me, sweet, when my hair is grey
And my cheeks shall have lost their hue?
When the charms of youth shall have passed away,
Will your love as of old prove true?

For the looks may change, and the heart may range,
And the love be no longer fond;
Wilt thou love with truth in the years of youth
And away to the years beyond?

Oh, I love you, sweet, for your locks of brown
And the blush on your cheek that lies --
But I love you most for the kindly heart
That I see in your sweet blue eyes.

For the eyes are signs of the soul within,
Of the heart that is leal and true,
And mine own sweetheart, I shall love you still,
Just as long as your eyes are blue.

For the locks may bleach, and the cheeks of peach
May be reft of their golden hue;
But mine own sweetheart, I shall love you still,
Just as long as your eyes are blue.

THE ADDRESS

PRAYERS & LORD’S PRAYER
Lord in thy Mercy

Hear our prayer

Our Father who art in Heaven
THE SIGNING OF THE REGISTER 

For the Beauty of the Earth, John Rutter tune, performed by Carey Williams

Calon Lan, performed by Côr Meibion Bro Glyndwr

HYMN 
Lord of all hopefulness, Lord of all joy, 

Whose trust, ever child-like, 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 eagerness, Lord of all faith, 

whose strong hands were skilled at the plane and the lathe: 

Be there at our labours, and give us, we pray, 

your strength 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 day. 

 

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.

THE BLESSING

RECESSIONAL 

Toccata in F Major – J.S. Bach 
I’d like to think that I could fly,
To lift my feet and touch the sky,
To soar above, look down below, 
And never know just where I’d go.

And if I could, oh what I’d see!
Earth would not be the same to me.

Oh, if the wind would carry two,
I’d hope that I could fly with you;
And hand-in-hand we’d chase the stars
And lock them up in pickle jars.

We’d laugh and smile, then set them free
To twinkle for eternity.

