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MAJOR-GENERAL R. A, K.

WILL BE UNVEILED BY
MONTGOMERY, C.B, D.S.O.

Commanding Tyne Garrison, and will be dedicated by

THE CHAPLAIN GENERAL TO THE FORCES
(The Right Rev: Bishop Taylor Smith, C.V.O., D.D.)

At the Queen Victoria Monument, Front Street, Tynemouth, on Sunday, November 17th, 1918,

ik
at 3°30 p.m.

The Mayor and Corporation of Tynemouth will also be present, together with the
Rev. R. D. R. Greene, S.C.F., the Rev. Father J. Rogers, the Rev. S. Pearson, the
‘Rev. W. L. Pa.wson, the Rev. H. A. Thompson and others.

1. “WHEN I SURVEY.”

NET T ONT v

...... 1 sdnvzy tae wondrous
Cross

On which the Prince of glory
died,

My richest gain 1 count but loss.
And pour contempt on all my
pride.

Forbid it. Lord, that I should
boast
Save to the Cruss of Clrist »y¢
God :
All the vain things that charm me
nost,
1 cacrifice them to His Bloud.

Nee from Hig Head, His Hauds.
His Feet. i
Sorrow and love flow mingled
down ;-
Did e’er such love and sorrow meet,
Or thorns compose su rich a
crown ¥

Were the whole realm of unature
mine,
That were an offering far too
small : i
Love so amaziug, su Divine.
Demands my soul, my life. my

all

13 5 .
To Christ, Who won for sinners
ce {
R‘ ‘M"n) aric nf 4 .ni ngu i aore,
Be praise from =zl the ransomed

race
For ever and fox evermore.
. AMEN.
2. LESSON.
PRAYERS. -

4. UNVEILING by MAJ.
GENERAL MONT-
GOMERY.

5. DEDICATION by the
CHAPLAIN-GENL.

6. “THE LAST POST.”

7. “ABIDE WITH ME.”

(During the Hy:e'u, Collection
for the War Shrine.)

ABID]‘ with me, fast falls the
evening tide: |

The dmkness decpns; Lord, with
me abide :

When other helpevs fail, and com-
forts flee,

Help of the helpless, O abide with
me.

Swift to its close ebbs out life’s
little day ;

Eorth foyn oy L Qv;. PNV
pass aw a.) $

Change and decay in all around I
see :

O Thon, Who changest not, abide
with me.

I need Thy Presence every passing
hour;

What but Thy grace can foil the
tempters’ power ?

Vho like 'lhyself my guide aud
stay van be ?

Through cloud and sunshine, Lord,
ubide with me-

I fear no foe with Thee at hand to
bless ;

1lls have no weight, and tears no
bitterness ;

Where is death’s sting” Where,
Grave, thy victory ¥

I triumph still, if Thou abide with
me.

Hold Thou Thy Cross before my
closing eyes ;

Shine through the gloom, und
point me to the skies;

Heaven's morning breaks, and
earth’s vain shadows flee ;

In life, in death, O Lord, abide
with me. AMEN.

8. THE BLESSING
God Save the King.





