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Hymn
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 dew fall 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 eveq/ morning,
God's re-creation of the new day.

Prayers
Lords Prayer

Commendation

Recessional
Sonoto for Flute ond Piono, Poulenc

Committal

We would be delighted to see you after the service at
Marwell House.
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Order of Service

Opening Sentences

Welcome and lntroduction

Hymn
Fight the good fight with all thy might;

Christ is thy Strength, and Christ thy Righu
Lay hold on life, and it shall be
Thy joy and crown eternally.

Run the straight race through God's good grace,
Lift up thine eyes, and seek His face;

Life with its way before us lies,
Christ is the Path, and Christ the Prize.

Cast care aside, upon thy Guide,
Lean, and His mercy will provide;

Lean, and the trusting soul shall prove
Christ is its Life, and Christ its Love.

Faint not nor fear, His arms are neati
He changeth not, and thou art dear.

Only believe, and thou shalt see
That Christ is all in all to thee.

Collect



Reading by Tom Laessing

lf I should go before the rest of you,
Break not a flower nor inscribe a stone,

Nor when I'm gone speak in a Sunday voice,
But be the usual selves that I have known.

Weep if you must,
Parting is hell,

But life goes on,
So sing as well.

Joyce Grenfell

Hymn
The Lord's my shepherd, I'll not want;

He makes me down to lie
ln pastures green; he leadeth me

The quiet waters by.

My soul he doth restore again,
And me to walk doth make

Within the paths of righteousness,
E'en for his own name's sake.

Yea, though I walk in death's dark vale,
Yet will I fear no ill:

For thou art with me, and thy rod
And staff me comfort still.

My table thou hast furnished
ln presence of my foes;

My head thou dost with oil anoint
And my cup overflows.

Goodness and mercy all my life
Shall surely follow me;

And in God's house for evermore
My dwelling-place shall be.

Reading by Chris Roberts

Our England is a garden, and such gardens are not made
By singing: "Oh, how beautiful!" and sitting in the shade,

While better men than we go out and start their working lives
At grubbing weeds from gravel-paths with broken dinner-knives.

There's not a pair of legs so thin, there's not a head so thick,
There's not a hand so weak and white, nor )ret a heart so sick!

But it can find some needful job that's crying to be done,
For the Glory of the Garden glorifieth every one.

Then seek your job with thankfulness and work till further orders,
lf it's only netting strawberries or killing slugs on borders;

And when your back stops aching and your hands begin to harden,
You will find yourself a partner in the Glory of the Garden.

Oh, Adam was a gardener, and God who made him sees
That half a proper gardener's work is done upon his knees,

So when your work is finished, you can wash your hands and pray
For the Glory of the Garden, that it may not pass away!
And the Glory of the Garden it shall never pass away!

From "The Glory of the Gorden" by Rudyord Kipling

Reading by Matthew Laessing
John I 4.1-6

Address The Revd Tom Moffatt, cousin of Jan


