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in the Great War

Major-General Sir PERCIVAL WILKINSON, K.CM.G., CB

Commanding 50th (Northumbrian) Division,
ASSISTED BY

Rev. E. A. DOUGLAS, M.A., R.D,, Vicar of Stockton,
and Rev. JAMES ANDREWS, M.C, B.A,, Hon. CF,

In the SCHOOL GYMNASIUM (entrance by the Girls' Gate),

on FRIDAY, FANUARY 28th, 1921, at 6-40 p.m. prompt.

Chairman: R. ROGER, Esq., J.P., Chairman of the Governors.

“ At the going down of the sun, and in the mormnq
We will remember them.”
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HYMN: “O God our help in ag
LESSON.
PRAYER.
OPENING ADD
ADDRESS by

UNVEILING

Revelation vii,

LAYING OF WR
(a) Master L.
(6) Mr. L. Winn, on 8
ADDRESSES by two Old Boy
(a) Mr..N. Winn, President of Old’ g
(b) Mr. T. B. Brooke, B.A. el

VOTES OF THANKS, proposed by Councillor R. Spark

(Mayor of Stockton),

seconded by L J. Prest, Esq., BSC

(Headmaster),

HYMN. Recessional (Kipling).
LAST POST.
BENEDICTION.

The audience is requested to stand

during dfeme B, 7. 8. 19 153
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Our houpe for years to comg,

Our shelter from the starnty bla:t,;_

And our eternal home.
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Beneath the shadow of Thy throne
Thy Saints have dwelt secure ;
Sutlicient is Thine arm alone,

And our defence is sure.

Betore the hills in order stood,
Or earth received her frame,
From everlasting Thou we God

To endless vears the same.

A thousand ages in Thy sight

Are hke an cvening

o4 pone,

Short as the watch that ends the night

Betore 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.

Dominion over palm

Lord G osts

Lest we forget

If, drunk with sight of power, we loose :
Wild tongues that have not Thee in awe, ) x
Such boastings as the Gentiles use, :
Or lesser breeds without the Law—
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,

Lest we forget—Lest we forget !

For heathen heart that puts her trust,
In reeking tube and iron shard,

All valiant dust that builds on dust
And Guarding, calls not Thee to guard.
For frantic boast aud foolish word —

Thy mercy on Thy people Lord ! :





