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AS WE COME MARCHING, MARCHING      (#109, SLT)   

As we come marching, marching, in the beauty of the day,  

a million darkened kitchens, a thousand workshops gray,  

are touched with all the radiance that a sudden sun discloses:  

for the people hear us singing, "Bread and roses, bread and roses!"  

As we come marching, marching, unnumbered women dead go crying, 

through our singing, their ancient song of bread!  

Small art and love and beauty their drudging spirits knew:  

yes, it is bread we fight for, but we fight for roses too!  

As we come marching, marching, we bring the greater days:  

the rising of the women means the rising of the race.  

No more the drudge and idler, ten that toil where one reposes,  

but a sharing of life's glories--bread and roses, bread and roses!  

 

 

CHALICE LIGHTING  

May the light we now kindle 

Inspire us to use our powers 

To heal and not to harm 

To help and not to hinder 

To bless and not to curse 

To serve the spirit of freedom 

 

 

 

 
UNISON COVENANT   

Enriched by our differences, 

And joined together in our search for 

meaning, 

We covenant with ourselves and each other: 

To seek truth in a spirit of love; 

To strive for justice; and 

To serve others with a joyful heart 

 

 

 



 

 

SPIRIT OF LIFE  ~ Carolyn McDade  (#123, SLT) 

Spirit of Life, come unto me.   

Sing in my heart all the stirrings of compassion. 

Blow in the wind, rise in the sea, 

Move in the hand, giving life the shape of justice.  

Roots hold me close, wings set me free;  

Spirit of Life, come to me, come to me. 

 

O STAR OF TRUTH        (#293, SLT)  

O star of truth, downshining through clouds of doubt and fear,  

I ask beneath thy guidance my pathway may appear:  

however long the journey, however hard it be,  

though I be lone and weary, lead on, I follow thee.  

 

I know thy blessed radiance can never lead astray,  

though ancient creed and custom may point another way;  

or through the untrod desert, or over trackless sea,  

though I be lone and weary, lead on, I follow thee. 


