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The ENQCI’iPﬁOI‘I "Sacred to the memory of the men of this village who

(

gave their lives in two world wars 1914-1919 & 1939-1945."

The Rames on the fFemorial Read by Mr Joe Eltringham

Roll of ibonour

Fred Allport
Herbert Bell

John Boyle

Herbert Bradley
Robert Brittain
Alexander Burns
Fred Comins

Robert A. Craigill
Harry Dent

John Haines

Joseph Hamilton
Samuel R. Hibbert
Edward M. Hodgson
Robert Laidlaw
Hubert Percy Lambert
Patrick Long
Thomas H. Manning
Patrick McArdle
James McCabe

Fred Moore

. Joseph Peacock

Frederick Robinson
William Robinson
Alfred Ryder

John E. Scott

John C. Simpson
William Smith
Sinclair Swanson
John Miles Taylor
Patrick Thomas
Thomas Thompson
George Vincent
John Webster
Joseph J. Wilson
Richard Winship
Charles Edward Wood
Clarence Wright
Leonard Wright
Tom Wright

Jack Bowman

Alec Clark

H. Gill

George Gosling
James Henry Hall
Francis H. Henderson
Frank Holloway
Herbert Hugill

Arrol Johnson
Frederick Marsh
Laurence Pelmear
Arthur W. Rutledge
R. H. Sanderson
W. A. Taylor

John W. Wolfe

‘The Wreaths are Laid.
LastPost and Revcille,
‘The Blessing,.

‘The Rational Antbem,

Middleton St. George

Hervice of Thanksgiving
for the

Restoration

of the

War Memorial

Sunday, 7th September, 1997
at 3 p.m.
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The Ceremony will commence in St. Laurence's Church

“5?]11“ During the hymn standards are presented to the altar.

5 Q? fOI’ a“ the Baintﬁ Bishop W. Walsham How

1  For all the saints who from their labours rest,
Who thee by faith before the world confessed,
Thy name, O Jesu, be forever blest.

Alleluia!

2 Thou wast their rock, their fortress, and their
might;
Thou, Lord, their Captain in the well fought fight;
Thou, in the darkness, still their one true Light.
Alleluia!

3 O 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!

4 And when the strife is fierce, the warfare long,

Steals on the ear the distant triumph-song,
And hearts are brave again and arms are strong.

Alleluia! AOOress

The golden evening brightens in the west;
Soon, soon to faithful warriors comes their rest;
Sweet is the calm of Paradise the blest.

Alleluia! Ir?? mn

But lo, there breaks a yet more glorious day;

The saints triumphant rise in bright array;

The King of Glory passes on his way.
Alleluia!

7 From earth's wide bounds, from ocean's farthest

coast,

Through gates of pearl streams in the countless host,
Singing to Father, Son, and Holy Ghost

ffiret Lesson

Alleluia!

Ecclesiasticus 44: 1-15

Read by Councillor Brian Jones
Chairman, Middleton-St-George Parish Council

Anthem

Hecond Lesson Hebrews 11:32-12:2

What are these arrayed in white robes. (Stainer)

Read by The Worshipful the Mayor of Darlington
Councillor Mrs Hannah Straiton.

Bymn 1

)
I Vow. aee, 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.

Rev. Colin Lingard
Rector of Middleton St. George

The Standards are returned. The Congregation move to the
War Memorial

O Valiant hearts, who to your glory came
Through dust of conflict and through battle flame;
Tranquil you lie, your knightly virtue proved,
Your memory hallowed in the land you loved.

Proudly you gathered, rank on rank, to war,
As who had heard God's message from afar;
All you had hoped for, all you had, you gave
To save mankind-yourselves you scorned to save.

Splendid you passed, the great surrender made,
Into the light that never more shall fade;

Deep your contentment in that blest abode,
Who wait the last clear trumpet-call of God.

Long years ago, as earth lay dark and still,
Rose a loud cry upon a lonely hill,

While in the frailty of our human clay

Christ, our Redeemer, passed the self-same way.

Still stands his Cross from that dread hour to this,
Like some bright star above the dark abyss;

Still, through the veil, the Victor's pitying eyes
Look down to bless our lesser Calvaries.

O risen Lord, O Shepherd of our dead,

Whose Cross has bought them and whose staff has led,
In glorious hope their proud and sorrowing land
Commits her children to thy gracious hand.




