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Theme to Dances with Wolves 
 
Welcome               by  Revd. Christopher Strong 
 
 
Opening Prayer 
 
Hymn                     Psalm 23  
 

 The Lord's my shepherd, I'll not want; 
He makes me down to lie 

In 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 

In 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. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Sung 
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Tribute 
 
 
Music  Soliloquy I: The King’s Poem 

(Gerald Finzi) 
 

 
Reading   1 Corinthians 13:1-13  
 
 If I speak in the tongues of men and of angels, but have 
not love, I am a noisy gong or a clanging cymbal. And if I have 
prophetic powers, and understand all mysteries and all  
knowledge, and if I have all faith, so as to remove mountains, 
but have not love, I am nothing. If I give away all I have, and if 
I deliver up my body to be burned, but have not love, I gain 
nothing. 
  Love is patient and kind; love is not jealous or boastful; 
it is not arrogant or rude. Love does not insist on its own way; 
it is not irritable or resentful; it does not rejoice at wrongdo-
ing, but rejoices in the right. Love bears all things, believes all 
things, hopes all things, endures all things. Love never ends.  
 As for prophecy, it will pass away; as for tongues, they 
will cease; as for knowledge, it will pass away.. For our 
knowledge is imperfect and our prophecy is imperfect, but 
when the perfect comes, the imperfect will pass away.  
 When I was a child, I spoke like a child, I thought like a 
child, I reasoned like a child. When I became a man, I gave up 
childish ways. For now we see in a mirror dimly, but then face 
to face. Now I know in part; then I shall understand fully, 
even as I have been fully understood. 
 So now faith, hope, and love abide, these three; but the 
 greatest of these is love. 
 
  

Ian Sanderson 

Revd. Christopher Strong 
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Revd. Christopher Strong 
 

All 

Reading   John 14.1-6, 27 
 
      Jesus said to his disciples: 'Do not let your hearts be 
troubled. Believe in God, believe also in me. In my Father's house 
there are many dwelling places. If it were not so, would I have told 
you that I go to prepare a place for you? And if I go and prepare a 
place for you, I will come again and will take you to myself, so that 
where I am, there you may be also. And you know the way to the 
place where I am going.' Thomas said to him, 'Lord, we do not know 
where you are going. How can we know the way?' Jesus said to him, 
'I am the way, and the truth, and the life. No one comes to the  
Father except through me.' 
 
 Peace I leave with you; my peace I give to you. Not as the world 
gives do I give to you. Let not your hearts be troubled, neither let 
them be afraid. 
 
Prayers 
 
 
The Committal 
 
 
Hymn     Dear Lord and Father of mankind 

 
Dear Lord and Father of mankind, 

Forgive our foolish ways! 
Re-clothe us in our rightful mind, 

In purer lives thy service find, 
In deeper reverence praise. 
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In simple trust like theirs who heard, 
Beside the Syrian sea, 

The gracious calling of the Lord, 
Let us, like them, without a word 

Rise up and follow thee. 
 

O Sabbath rest by Galilee! 
O calm of hills above, 

Where Jesus knelt to share with thee 
The silence of eternity, 

Interpreted by love! 
 

Drop thy still dews of quietness, 
Till all our strivings cease; 

Take from our souls the strain and stress, 
And let our ordered lives confess 

The beauty of thy peace. 
 

Breathe through the heats of our desire 
Thy coolness and thy balm; 

Let sense be dumb, let flesh retire; 
Speak through the earthquake, wind, and fire, 

O still small voice of calm! 
 
 

 
 
The Blessing 
 
 

 
Lark Ascending  - Vaughan Williams  


