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FronNT STREET, SHOTTON COLLIERY.

Saturday, September zvd, 1921,
at 2 o'clock.

MEMORIAL SERVICE

AND
Unveiling of Memorial

In Loviné AND GRATEFUL MEMORY
OF OUR GALLANT DEAD, WHO GAVE

THEIR LIVES IN THE GREAT WAR,

1914—1918.
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Proceedings lo be presided over by Mr. JOHN
DOYLE. Chairman of Memorial Committee.

Hymn.

O God, our help in ages past,
Our hope for years to come,
Our shelter from the stormv blast,
And our eternal home.

Under the shadow of Thy throne
Thy saints have dwelt secure:

Sufficient is Thine arm alone,
And our defence is sure.

Before the hills in order stood,
Or earth received her frame,
From everlasting Thou art God,
To endless years the sarre.

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

Short as the watch that ends the night, -
Before the rising sun.
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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 ‘I'hou our Guard while life shall last,
And our perpetual home.

“1 am the Resurrection and the Life, said
the Lord: he that believeth in Me, though he
were dead, yet shall he live: and whosoever liveth
and believeth in Me shall never die.”—5ST. JOHN
X1, 00 5 | ioe

“I know that my Redeemer liveth, and that
He shall stand at the latter day upon the earth.
And though after my skin worms destroy this
body, yet in my flesh shall I see God : Whom I
shall see for myself, and mine eyes shall behold,
and not another.”—Jos XIx., 25, 26, 27. |
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Rock of Ages, cleft for me.

ILet me hide my‘seif in Thee |

Iet the water and the blood,

From Thy riven side which flowed,
Be of sin the double cure,—
Cleanse me from its guilt and power.

Not the labours of my hands
Can fulfil Thy law’s demands.
Could my zeal no respite kuow,
Could my tears for ever flow,

All for sin could not atone;
Thou must save, and Thou alone.
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Nothing in.my hand I bring;
Simply to Thy cross I cling:
Naked, come to Thee for dress;
Helpless, look to Thee for grace;
Vile, I to the Fountain fly ;—
Wash me, Saviour, or I die!

While I draw this fleeting breath,
When mine eyes shall close in death,
When I soar to worlds unknown,
See Thee on the judgment-throne,—
Rock of Ages, cleft for me, :
Iet me hide myself in Thee!

BENEDICTION.

Sounding of “Tur Last Posr.”





