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Order of Service

SENTENCES

PSALM 23 (Crimond)

The Lord’s my Shepherd, I'll not want;
He makes me down to lie

In pastures green; He leadeth me
The quiet waters by.

My soul He doth restore agaii,
And me to walk doth inake
Within the paths ot righiteousness,
E’en for His own name’s seke.

Yea, though T waik in death’s dark vale,
Yet will ([ tzar no i,

For Thow art with ime, and Thy rod
And siaff mz zomnfort still.

My table 1rou hast furnishéd
In pricence of my foes;

My 1iead Thou dost with oil anoint,
And my cup overflows.

Goodness and mercy all my life
Shall surely follow me,

And in God’s house for evermore
My dwelling-place shall be.

THE LESSON

Revelation 21 : 1-7



HYMN

We love the place, O God,
Wherein Thine honour dwells;
The joy of Thine abode
All earthly joy excels.

It is the house of prayer,
Wherein Thy servants meet;

And Thou, O Lord, art there
Thy chosen flock to greet.

We love the sacred Font;
For there the Holy Dove
To pour is ever wont
His blessing from above.

We love Thine Altar, Lord;
O, what, on earth so (gar?

For there, in faith adored,
We find Thy Presence neai.

We love the YWorg of lu=,

The Woud tiat teliz of peace,
Of con.tovt In the ctiife,

And joys that never cease.

YWe love to sing below

For metcies freely given;
But, O/vve long to know

The triumph-song of heaven.

Joord Jesus, give us grace
On earth to love Thee more,
In Heaven to see Thy Face,
And with Thy Saints adore.

THE TRIBUTE

THE PRAYERS



HYMN

ight the good fight with all thy might!
Christ is thy Strength, and Christ thy Right;
Lay hold on life, and it shall be
Thy joy and crown eternally.

Run the straight race through God’s guod grace,
Lift up thine eyes, and seek His Face;

Life with its way before (as lies;

Christ is the path, and Christ fue prize.

Cast care aside, lean‘on $ny Guide;
His boundless meccy will nrovide;
Trust, and thy trusting sourshall prove
Christ is its.aife, and Christ its love.

Faint aot nor fear. ) Iis Arms are near,
Hc changetb not, and thou art dear;
Only believz, ard thou shalt see

That Chrisiis all in all to thee.

THE BLESSING



