
[image: image1.png]M KIRKUP Wl“ unveil the Memorial.

Laymg of Wreaths by representatlves of vanous organisations, to be con-
ducted by REV. G. W. KING.

Lay g ‘of Wreaths by relatives.

MR G ’&l MINTO will hand over the Memorial to the Chairman of the
~ Parish Council.

Hymn No 3
ng Party from D.L.I, Newc;x‘s;le‘Barrack‘s, will fire three volleys.
st Post by Buglers from D,L;I.‘, Newcastle Barracks.

Benediction by REv. G. W. KING.
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Tune— St. Annes.”

O God our help in ages past,
OQur hope for years to come,

Our shelter from the stormy blast,
And our eternal home.

Beneath the shadow of Thy Throne,
Thy saints have dwelt secure,
Sufficient is Thy 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 same.

0 God our help in ages past,
~ Our hope for years to come,

Be Thou our Guide while life shall last,

And our eternal home.

HYMN ' No. 2.

Tune—* Melita.”

God of our fathers, known of old,
Lord of our far-flung battle line,
Beneath whose awful Hand we hold
Dominion over palm and pine—
Tord God of Hosts, be with us yet,
Test we forget—lest we forget !

The tumult and the shouting dies,
The captains and the kings depart,
Still stands Thine ancient sacrifice,
An humble and a contrite heart.
Tord God of Hosts, be with us yet,
Lest we forget—lest we forget !

Far called, our navies melt away.

On dune and headland sinks the fire;
Lo, all our pomp of yesterday

Is one with Ninevah and Tyre !
Judge of the Nations, spare us yet,
TLest we forget—lest we forget !
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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 and foolish word—
Thy mercy on Thy people, Lord !  Amen.

—Rudyard Kipling.

HYMN No. 3.
: Tune—*“ St. Philip.”
Tor 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,

“Thou Lord their Captain in the well fought fight,

Thou in the darkness drear their one true light,
‘Alleluia !

‘0 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 !

From earth’s wide bounds, from oceans farthest
coast,

'Th1-011%1h§ates of pearl streams in the countless
. host,
Singing to Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,

Alleluia !

NATIONAL ANTHEM.

God save our gracious King
Long live our noble King, \
God save the King; L
Send him victorious,
Happy and glorious,
Long to reign over us,
God save the King.






