
Seinn Alleluia, Seinn Alleluia 
Seinn Allelu, Seinn Allelu 
Seinn Alleluia. 
 
When the cantor sings, hold a drone-note and harmo-
nise, as you are able. 
[Seinn: pronounced “Shine”; verb (Irish) for: 
“to play” (an instrument, a life).] 
 
A Reading from the Book of Mercy. 
In the eyes of men he falls, and in his own eyes 
too. He falls from his high place, he trips on his 
achievement. He falls to you, he falls to know 
you. It is sad, they say. See his disgrace, say the 
ones at his heel. But he falls radiantly toward the 
light to which he falls. They cannot see who lifts 
him as he falls, or how his falling changes, and he 
himself bewildered till his heart cries out to bless 
the one who holds him in his falling. And in his 
fall he hears his heart cry out, his heart explains 
why he is falling, why he had to fall, and he gives 
over to the fall. Blessed are you, clasp of falling. 
He falls into the sky, he falls into the light, none 
can hurt him as he falls. Blessed are you, shield 
of falling. Wrapped in his fall, concealed within 
his fall, he finds his place, he is gathered in. 
While his hair streams back and his clothes tear 
in the wind, he is held up, comforted, he enters 
into the place of his fall. Blessed are you, 
embrace of the falling, foundation of the light, 
master of the human accident. 
 
These are some words of Leonard Cohen. 
May his name be a blessing. 
These are also, we hope, words of God. 
Thanks be to God. 
 
On the first night God said: “Let there be 
darkness”. And God separated light from dark, 
and in the dark, the land rested, the people slept, 
and the plants breathed, the world retreated. The 
first night. 
 
And God said that it was Good. 
 
On the second night God said: “There will be 
conversations that happen in the dark that can’t 
happen in the day.” The second night. 
 
And God said that it was Good. 

 
And on the third night, God said: “Let there be 
things that can only be seen by night.” And God 
created stars and insects and luminescence. The 
third night. 
 
And God said that it was Good. 
 
And on the fourth night, God said. “Some 
things that happen in the harsh light of day will 
be troubled. Let there be a time of rest to escape 
the raw light”. The fourth night. 
 
And God said that it was Good. 
 
And on the fifth night, God said: “There will be 
people who will work by night, whose light will 
be silver, whose sleep will be by day and whose 
labour will be late.” And God put a softness at 
the heart of the darkness. The fifth night. 
 
And God said that it was Good. 
 
And on the sixth night, God listened. And there 
were people working, and people crying, and 
people seeking shadow, and people telling secrets 
and people aching for company. There were 
people aching for space and people aching for 
solace. And God hoped that they’d survive. And 
God made twilight, and shafts of green to hang 
from the dark skies, small comforts to 
accompany the lonely, the joyous, the needy and 
the needed. The sixth night. 
 
And God said that it was Good. 
 
And on the last night, God rested. And the rest 
was good. The rest was very good. 
 
And God said that it was very Good. 
 
We take time to pray. The reader will say: 
Wrap them in darkness, God of the soft night, 
And may your peace and protection 
be upon them. 
 
Seinn Alleluia, Seinn Alleluia 
Seinn Allelu, Seinn Allelu 
Seinn Alleluia. 

 

A liturgy of the night 



Ubi Caritas, et Amor 

Ubi Caritas, Deus ibi est. 

 

God has shown you, oh preacher, what to do. 

To labour hard into the night 

To spend less time with family than I should 

To feel guilty at never having enough time. 

 

God has shown you, oh preacher, what to do. 

To wake early to finish my work. 

To calm my own anxiety. 

To wonder what to do with my questions. 

 

Silence 

 

God has shown you, oh preacher, what to do. 

To contain the hostility of a congregation. 

To wonder what to do. 

To absorb my own hostility. 

To wonder what to do. 

 

Silence 

 

God has shown you, oh preacher, what to do 

To give and not count the cost. 

To count the cost when it’s too late. 

 

Silence 

 

God has shown you, oh preacher, what to do. 

To take a yoke upon us 

A burden that is shared 

A burden that is light 

To rest, To come away 

To be one among many 

working for a kingdom. 

 

Nadia Bolz-Weber: 

A story about tiredness and a theology of 

kindness. 

 

After the sharing, there will be a time of silence 
where we will hold each other, our selves and our 
loved ones, in prayer. 

 

Yet even now, says the Lord 

Return to me with all your heart. 

 

All of your heart, Not some of it. 

The heart is the place of encounter, 

the place of intuition and decision. 

 

Return to me with all your heart. 

The place of encounter. 

The place of truth. 

 

The place of truth. 

The place of rest. 

 

The place of change 

The place of life. 

 

The place where God is 

The place where God is 

The place where God is 

The place where God is with us. 

Amen 

 

Ubi Caritas, et Amor 

Ubi Caritas, Deus ibi est. 

 

Night Prayer: Bless our Rest 


