
[image: image1.jpg]1/7th Pn. The Northumberland “Fusiliers’
War Iemorial.

Unveiling Ceremony

AT St. MICHAEL'S CHURCH, ALNWICK,
oN St. GEORGE'S DAY

(SUNDAY, APRIL 23rp, 1922),

BY

Maj.-Gen. SIR GEOFFREY FIELDING,

K.C.B,, G.C.V.0., C.M.G., D.S.0., (formerly

G.0.C., 140th Infantry Brigade).
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Opening Voluntary.

Hymn Mo 165.

Gop, our Help in ages past,
Our Hope for years to come,
Our Shelter from the stormy blast,
And our eternal Home.

Beneath the shadow of Thy throne
Thy Saints have dweit secure;
Sufficient is Thine arm alone,
And our defence is sure,

Before the hills in order etood,
Or earth received her frame,
From everlasting Thou art God,

To endless years the same.

A thousand ages in Thy sight
Are like an evening gone;

Short as the watch that ends the night
Before the rising sun.

Time, like an ever-rolling stream,
Bears all its sons away;

They fly, forgotten, as a dream
Dies at the opening day.

O God, our Help in ages past,
Our Hope for years to come,

Be Thou our Guard while troubles last,
And our eternal Home. Amen.

General Confession.

LMIGHTY and most merciful Father;
-~ We have erred, and strayed from thy ways
like lost sheep. We have followed too much
the devices and desires of our own hearts. We
Lave offended against thy holy laws. We have
left undone those things which we ~ught to
have done; And we have done thosa things
which we ought net to have done; Ana there
is no health in us. But thou, O Lord, have
mercy upon us, miserable offenders. Spare
thou thein, O God, which confess their faults.
Restore thou them that are penitent; According
to thy premises declared unto mankind in

Christ Jesus our Lord. And grant, O most
merciful Father, for his sake, that we may
hereafter live a godly. righteous and sober life,

To the glory of thy holy Name. Amen.

Psalm 90.

ORD, thou hast been our refuge : from one
generation to another,

2 Before the mountains were brought forth, or
ever the earth and the world were made : thou
are God from everlasting, and world without
end.

3 Thou turnest man to destruction: again
thou sayest, Come again, ye children of men.

4 For a thousand years in thy sight are but
as yesterday : seeing that is past as a watch in
the night.

5 As soon as thou scatterest them they are
even as a sleep: and fade away suddenly like
the grass.

6 In the mowning it is green, and groweth
up: but in the evening it is cut down, dried
up, and withered.

7 For we consume away in thy displeasure :
and are afraid at thy wrathful indignation.

8 Thou hast set our misdeeds before thee:
and our secret sins in the light of thy coun-
tenance.

9 For when thou are angry all our days are
gone : we bring our years to an end, as it were
a tale that is told '

10 The days of our age are threescore years
and ten; and though men be so strong that they
ccme to fourscore years: yet is their strength
then but Iabour and sorrow; so soon passeth
it away, and we are gone.

11 But who regardeth the power of thy wrath :
for even thereafter as a man feareth, so is thy
displeasure.

12 So teach us to number our days: that we
may apply our hearts unto wisdom.

13 Turn thee again, O Lord, at the last: and
be gracious unto thy servants.

14 O satisfy us with thy mercy, and that soon :
so shall we rejoice and be glad all the days of
our life.

15 Comfort us again now after the time that
thou hast plagued us: and for the years where-
in we have suffered adversity. .

16 Shew thy servants thy work: and their

hildren thy glory. B

7 And the glorious Majesty of the Lord our
tiod be upon us: prosper thou the work of our
hands upon us, O prosper thou our handy-work.

Lesson; Revelation 21, 125,
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S.—\l.\'l‘ George of old the dragon slew—
So runs the ancient story—
And left to all men good and true
The guerdon of his glory;
He slew him with his spear alone
By God's gooil grace prevailing;
For they who heavenly succour own
Shall find it aye availing.

And now this good Saint George, the bold,
As Patron Saint we honour;

Beneath his tutelage enrolled
England unfurls her banner;

Her battle-ery by land and sea
In vain repeated never,

“For England and Saint George are we,
Saint George and England ever.”

And when her sons go forth to fight,
Their country’s flag upholding,
And all men gather to the sight,
With joy and pride beholding;

Then foremost 'mid the bravest there,
Whose hearts shall never fail them,
Are they, Saint Goorge's badge who wear,

The “Fighting Fifth” we hail them.

And when Northumbria’s sons come home
From distant fields returning,

Within these hallowed walls they come
With sacred mem'ries yearning;

There, near Saint George's porch, they store
Rent colours, 1n safe keeping,

And with bowed heads they think once more
Of comrades who are sleeping.

O soldiers of the living God,
Saint George's sons, remember,

To wage the war with sin and wrong,
And each unruly member;

Be pure and just, be strong and true,
Ilold fast each brave endeavour,

Saint George's God will strengthen you
And evil hurt you never,

Then when your fighting days are done,
And bugles sound *cease firing” ;

The last grand march for you begun
With strains of joy inspiring;

God's “conquering heroes™ by lis grace
Their tattered banners bringing,

Within His House shall see Ilis Face,
His praise for ever singing. Amen.

Procession to Tablet.

Wnveiling Ceremony.

Dedication and [Pravers.

Tast Post and Reveille.

THhymn 437.

R all the saints who from their labours rest,
Who thee by faith before the world

confessed,
Thy name, O Jesu, be for ever blest.
Alleluia.
Thou wast their rock, their fortress and their
might;
l‘hog,hlgord, their Captain in the well fought
ghts
Thou in the darkness drear their one true light.

Alleluia.

O may thy soldiers, faithful true, and bold,

Fight as the saints who nobly fought of old,

And win, with them, the victor’s crown of gold.
’ Alleluia.

O blest communion, Fellowship Divine,

We feebly struggle, they in glory shine,

Yet all are one in thee, for all are thine.
Alleluia.

And when the strife is fierce, the warfare long,
Steals on the ear the distant triumph song,
And hearts are brave again, and arms are

strong.
° Alleluia.

The golden evening brightens in the west,
Soon, soun to faithful warriors comes their
rest,
Sweet i3 the calm of Paradise the blest.
Alleluia.

But lo, there breaks a yet more glorious day,

The saints triumphant rise in the bright array,

The king of glory passes on his way. * -
Alleluia.

Fiem earth’s wide bour.ds, from ocean’s farthest

coast,
T'nn})lugh gates of pearl streams in the countless
ost,
Singing to Father, Son, and HLYH Ghost.
Alleluia. Amen.





