
HYMN FOR A FLOWER FESTIVAL

Tune: The Londonderry Air
Creator, Lord, your gift of flow’rs we treasure,

To charm our sense, delighting many a heart -

A worldly sign of love, or peace, or pleasure

That seems a glimpse of Heaven to impart.

We would recall that truth In Jesus' story,

That your least gifts outshine our earthly pow’rs:

No mighty king, like Solomon in glory,

Was ever clad in splendour like a flow'r's

.

Just as the seed, its way from darkness winning,


Could not foreknow its beauty yet to be,


So we in faith, our journey but beginning,


Reach out to Christ, to make our blindness see.


And as the bud in rain and sunshine flourished


Until it stood in radiant bloom unfurled,


So may we, Lord, with your blest body nourished,


Now blossom forth, your witness to the world.


To give you thanks, Lord, is our joyful duty,


For this display of flow'rs to please our eye.


And yet we know its brilliance and its beauty


Must wilt and fade, as earthly things must die.


But lift our gaze beyond the flowers' fading,


Outreaching far our brief and fleeting hours,


To saints in heav’n, around our God parading,


Where beauty far outshines our worldly flow’rs
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(The convention used in this text is that "Heaven" and "flower" are sung as two syllables; "Heav'n" and "flow'r" as one.)

