
[image: image1.jpg]But lo! there breaks a yet more glorious day ;

The Saints, triumphant, rise in bright array ; -
: The King of Glory passes on His way;

Sy Alleluia !
From earth's wide bounds, from ocean’s farthest coast,
Through gates of pear! streams in the countless host,

~_Binging, to Father, Son, and Holy Ghost— :
‘ Alleluia | Amen,

“Address by Archdeacon Derry
FHomn, “ Ben BChousand Bimes BCen Bhousand”™

(4 Collection will be taken during the singing of this Hymn).

TfFEN thousand times ten thousand. in sparkling raiment bright,
The armies of the ramsomed Saints throog up the steeps of

light
'Tis finished | all is finished, their fight with deasth and sin;
Fling open wide the golden gates and let the victors in.

What rush of Alleluias fills ell the earth and sky !

What ringing of a thoueand harps bespeaks the triumph nigh !
O day, for which creation and all its tribes were made ;

O joy, for all its former woes a thousand-fold repaid !

Gh, then what raptured greetings on Canaan's happy shore,
What knitting severed friendships up whers partings are uo more!
Then eyes with joy shall spatrkis that brimmed with tears of late ;
Orphans no longer fatherless, nor widows desolate.

Brieg near Thy great Salvation. Thou Lamb for sinnars slain,

Fill up the roll of Thine eleet, then take Thy power and reign :

Appear, Desire of nations, Thine exiles long for home ;

Bhow in the heavens Thy promised sing, Thou Prince and
Saviour, come, Amen,

Ticce by the mah Voice CThoir
" We Griumph in Bhy Name ” by Page

. ?iétﬂng by the TArchdeacon

hf{}' #, fo rwffégv ﬂu ;ézsmssé soldiers,
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" 1.—ln CHURCH.
Flymn, “ Ohere TFs o Sorvow”

"I\HEBE ia no sorrow, Lerd, too light

~ To bring in prayer to Thee ;

Thare is no anxious oare too slight
To wake Thy sympathy,

Thou Who hast trod the thorny road
Wit share sach small distress ;

The love whiah hore the greater load
Will not refuse the less.

There is no secret sigh we breaths
But meeste Thine ear divipe,

And every cross grows light heneath
The shadow, Lord, of Thins,

Life's ills without. sin's strife within,
The heart would overflow,

But for that Love which died for sin,
That Love which wept for wos, Amen,

Drayers
Tortions of Seripture

Diecce by the Shildons’ Male Voice Choir
“ Obe Souls of the RAighteous” by Lloyd

A Short “Address by Ven. “Archdeacon Derry
Chopin's Funeral Nlarch

2.~in CHURCHYARD (arocund the Memorial).
Sational TAnthem

Flymn, " Peace, Perfeet Peace”
Gl A:,:v';,_szm,;perfeet peacs. in this dark world of sin ?
~ H ° The blood of Jesvs whispers peacs within,
Poace, perfect peace. by thronging duties pressed ?
To do tha will of Jesus, this is rest, :
Ponce. perfect pesce, with sorrows surging round ?
- On Jesus’ bosom nought but ealm is found.

Peace, perfect peace, with loved ones far away 7
In Jesus’ keeping we are sate and they.
Poace, periect peace, our future all unknown ?
Jesus we know, and He is on ths throne,
Paace, perfact peace, death shadowing us and onrs?
Jesus has vanquished death and all its powers.
Is is enough ; earth’s struggles soon shall cease,
And Jesus call us te heaven’s perfect peace.
Amen,

Prayers and ”ﬁbanksgivlﬁg

Piece by the JMale Voice Thoir

*Far Bepond AU Tortal Hen
by Scliubert

Ohe Wnveiling by Archdeacon Derry
Fymu, “ For TAU Ghe Saints ™

{While thia Hymn {8 being sung an opportunity is glven to all to
place fleral wreaths at the base of the Memorial Cross)

{ ok all the saints who from their labours rest,
Who Thee by faith hefore the world confest,
Thy Name, O Jesus be for ever blest.
Allsluia |
Thou waat their Roek, their Fortress, and their Might§
Thou, Lord, their Captain, in the well-fought fight ;
Thon in the darkness drear thsir one true Light.
’ Alleluia !
Oh! may Thy soldiers, faithful, true and bold,
Fight as the Saints who nobly fought of old,
And win, with them, the vietors erown of gold.
Allelaia §
Oh, blest cormmunion | Fellowship divine !
We feebly struggle ; they in glory shinet
Yet all are one in Thes, for all are Thine,
Alleluia |
And when the strife is lierce, the warfare long,
Staals on the ear the distant triumph song,
And hearts are brave again, and arms are strong !
Alleluts {

Tha golden evening brightens in the west
Boon, soon, to faithiul warriors cometh rest ;
Sweet is the oalm of Paradise the blest.

Allsluia §






