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TOWN COUNCIL
ORDER OF SERVICE

1.  Welcome and Introduction:

Councillor Ann Mitcheson, Chair, Cramlington Town Council
2. Hymn:
O God Our Help In Ages Past

3. Reading:

Reverend Adele Moorhouse

4. An introduction to the Royal Regiment of Fusiliers:
Major (Ret'd) G T Heron TD, Vice President Of The Royal Regiment Fusiliers

Association Of Northumberland

5. Presentation of the Freedom Scroll:

Councillor Ann Mitcheson

6. Response:

Lieutenant Colonel K Mace Royal Regiment Fusiliérs,
Commanding Officer Fifth Fusiliers

7. Prayer: Reverend Adele Moorhouse

8. Hymn: | Vow To Thee My Country

9. Kohima Epitaph:
Captain (Ret'd) A J Adamson Regimental Area Security (Northumberland)

10.Last Post

11.Minutes Silence

12. Reveille

13.Band:
National Anthem
British Grenadier
Blaydon Races

14.Close: Councillor Trevor Ambrose
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O God Our Help In Ages Past

God, our help in ages past,
our hope for years to come,
our shelter from the stormy blast,
and our eternal home.

Under the shadow of thy throne,
still may we dwell secure;
sufficient 1s thine arm alone,
and our defense 1s sure.

Before the hills in order stood,
or earth received her frame,
from everlasting, thou art God,
to endless years the same.

A thousand ages, in thy sight,
are like an evening gone;
short as the watch that ends the night,
before the rising sun.

Time, like an ever rolling stream,
bears all who breathe away;
they fly forgotten, as a dream
dies at the opening day.

O God, our help 1n ages past,
our hope for years to come;
be thou our guide while life shall last,
and our eternal home.

I Vow To Thee My Country

I vow to thee, my country, all earthly things above,
Entire and whole and perfect, the service of my love;
The love that asks no question, the love that stands the test,
That lays upon the altar the dearest and the best;

The love that never falters, the love that pays the price,
The love that makes undaunted the final sacrifice.

And there's another country, I've heard of long ago,
Most dear to them that love her, most great to them that know;
We may not count her armies, we may not see her King;
Her fortress is a faithful heart, her pride is suffering;
And soul by soul and silently her shining bounds increase,
And her ways are ways of gentleness, and all her paths are peace.






