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"...and ellshall be wcll, and all shell be well,
all marrner of things shall be well'

Julian of Noruich
(14h century)

orre of Narry's favourite saints & sayrnp

The familywishes to thmk everpnefor thetr Hnd tlnughts,
p rcrye r s, I e tte rs and Jlowe n.
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Hymn

Thine be the Glory,
Rison, canquering Son;
Endless is the victory
Thou o'er death hast won.
Angels in bright raiment
Rolledthe stone awa%
Kqtthe folded grave cldhes
Where the body lay.

Thine be the glory,
Risen, conquering Son;
bdless is thevictory
Thou o'er death lnst won!

In, Jesus me€ts ug,
Risen fromthotomb!
lnvingly he greets us,
Scatters for and gloom.
Let the church with gladness
Hymns oftriunrph sing,
Forher Lord now liveth,
Death hath lost its stine.

Thine be the glory, etc.

No more we doub,t Thee,
Glorious Prince of life;
Life is nought without Thos:
Aid us in our strife;
Make us more liko conquerors,
Through Thy deathless lovo;
[.ead us in ThytriumPh
To Thy home above.

Thine be the glory, etc
Edmond L Budry (185a-1932)

Everyone is welcome to join the family for a cream tea et
Middle Manor (or the church hdl if raining)

Onpnn oF SERvIcE

Introduction by Rev. Derek Matten

Hymn

For all the sainrc who from their labours rest
who theo by faith beforo the world confesso4
thy namg O Jesus, be for over blest. Alleluia!

Thou wast thoir roclg thoir fortress, and their mi$t;
thou, Lor4 their captain in tho well-fouglrt fight;
thou, in the darkness dreaq their one true light. Alleluia!

O blest communict, fellowship divine!
wo feebly struggle, thoy in glory shino:
yet all are ono in theo, for all aro thine. Alleluia!

fuid when the strife is fierce, the warhre long,
steals on the oar the di*ant triunph-song,
and hearts are brave again and anns are strmg. Alleluia!

Tho golden evening brightens in the west;
soon, soon to ftithful warriors conres thcir rest:
snreet is the calm of Paradise the blest. Alleluia!

Btrt lo, thore breaks a yet more glorious day;
the saints triurnphant rise in bright alray:
the King of glorypasses on his way. Alleluia!

From eartt's wido bounds, ftom ocean's ftrthost coast,
through gatos of pearl streams in the corlrless host'
singingto Father, Sqr and HolyGhost. Alleluia!

Williant Walfiam Hout (1823 -1897)



Sovtn $fiolo &yE, ad oc in sovcn,
I will pnis€ tho€;
Il my h€art, though not ir hasv€i,

Scripturc rnd Opcaing Pnycr I car rairc thae.
Smrll it ir, ia this poor sort

Wotdt of Wdco|trc to eorol thoo:
o'.n et6rnivE too rlDrt

Eyur to o.tol drce. Alloluia!
George He ed 0593- I63i)

Pnirc, my soul, the Kiag ofhoaveo;
to hi! ftadytdbrrc brirg. hdu 121f
R.rrome4 halc4 t€aorc4 6rgivro,
vito liko mo hir pnire rhortd riag? The l,ord will defard your going qn and comirg in fron thi6 timo forward
Pr.ire himt Prailg himt ud for evermorE.
Pnisc thc evcrlaciry Kiag. I rettrlng colLcrlon t ill be tabt ftt the Claoch Misrion bciely.
Pnilr him for hi5 gr.cc and 6nri
to our fithc(s in diltrBr;
pnirc him cill tte ramjfor erm, (Il E'
slon to didq atd 3wift to blo$.
Pnirc himl Pniro himl nanctottotj rh.farr y tothc gtoe.,ldla
Glorier h hir frirtfth*s.

Pnlm l(f,h D-u
Fdher-liko, h€ ta& and sparc€ us;
wcll out fteblc ftamc ho hows; As r fithcr h51 corryssion o his dildrcn, eo has the Lard conpassiqr on
h hir hedr hc gdli bcrt u!, a[ who ftar Hh. F; Ho know. hw w€ w€rc mrds, Ho knows'firll rrsll
rcqros us from !l[ qrt ftor. tht wp arc durt.
Prsiso himl Pr.ilc himl
lYidety as hir morcy florr. Thc Co6mitt.l
Argolr, hcb ur to sdorc him; Rcvclation t,llD
yo b&old him Acc to Acc;
trm Od mo(,r, bol{, dowtr boforo him; Moreover, I heard a noice ftom h€atreo, 3.yi[g 'Writc this: "Hrppy atr th6
dwclloE all i! riiie ed sp.ce. d6ad liho dio h rhs ftith ofc.hritt! Hfnc4fodh", !8yr the Spirit ,,t{loy rlry
Pr.i!6 himl PraLc him! rc* ftorn thoir labours; ft,r thsy tako with them tie rocord &fieir decds.',
Praiso with us thc God ofgrace.

fiewy Fmrxtt Lye (1793 - lE17) t Tirnothy ltD

Now to the Kiag of all thc wql&, immortal, ittvisiblo, thc oly God, bo
hoour ard ghry for svcr d avftrl Arnon



Prtycr! tad by Michlcl Trgcd

Thc Lord'a ?rrycr RlDcEbcrirg NucYr
nrf,Gctio!. rtrd McDorhr trrom hcr

Our Frthor, rtich.tt in hc.vqr, Grerdchildrto rd frico&
llellowod bo Thy name.
Thy kiugdon com€, Thy will be dolrc
O! €arth a! it ir i! b6r.a. Eyon
Giw ur thk &y our d.ily br€.d; ard fo.gils ur our
tsrcpcr.s,.t w€ fotgiwlio6€ rrlro tr.rpslr agriEt ur; Be rtill, for the prrroaco ofihc t td,
L.sd us rd ido t6mp(din, but doliver u8 toltr evil. tho Itroly olr. ir hsro;
For Thino ir th€ titrgdotq thc powor aodtho Glory, @r! bow bc6(r him low
br wt d ever, hun with rcvqace md ftc

ir him rc gia ir fuiad -ltc GncG wo sted q holy gqtrd.
86 rtill, S. rhc p]!!!occ o,fthG Lon4

The Gracc ofor. Lord Jorur Chrirt" tho lovo ofGod and tio thc tloly Orc, is hcc.
ftllowshb oftho liolv Spiri! bo with us all, svcrmqq lnez

Bc *in, 6r the glory ofihe Laad
Invitttion to thc ComEitsl ir shining ![ .routr4Eyno l#Tffilf"',k*,*

KinsdsroryKilsorp.lc., : Yffi;*ti$-
I wil lot/€ thr3; Bc rtill for the elory o,fine I,od
Aad ttc low nuy never coerq i! lhirilg r[ a.qlrd
I will mow ltoe.
Thql hrlt greid my rcquc.t, BG *ill, Srthc powc. ofthc L.td
ttrqr hart hr.rd mo; ii movilg i! thit pbc.:
lhou di&t trdo my vo ilg br€.d, ho cotr€l to ck rto 8d hlal
lh.it b.d sprrrd mo. Alloluill to nirirc hi! gttc. -

ao woth too hrd Sr him.
Who..for! with my uturd an h fiith tEcivr fro6 hiD.
I will siry 6€o, Bc cju, for rhc powlr ofthc lad
ed ths €rsrm of dl my hcart it rroving in thir plrcc
Iwiltbrhgtt€€. DatidJ EvdE
Thorg[ my eins rgaiast me cried,
thou didlt cler mo,
aod aloo, wh.a they tEplio4
tf,ou didrt heer m.. Alleluii!



Reading bY Richard Grimshaw

Psalm 139

o t nL you have soarched me and yor know me. You know when I
sit and when I riso; you perceive my thoughts from afar. You discern
my going out and my lying down; you arc frmiliar \dth all my ways'
Bifire a-word is o mytorgue you know it conpletely, O Lorrd. You
hem mo in - behind and before; you have laid pur hand upon me'
Such knowledge is too wonderful for me, too lofty Qr tt-to dain'
Whore can I go from your Spirit? Whero can I flee ftom your
presence? If I go up toti hear,rcns, you aro there; if I mako my bod in
ihe depths, you ate there. If I rise up on ths wings o{the dawn, you
are thore, if f r.Ue m tho far side bf 111e sea, oven thore yogr hand
will guido mo, your rtgtt hand will hold me fast. If I say, "Sgrely the
dardess will-hide mJand the ligtrt bscomo night arormd me," even
the darkness will nd be da* to you; The niglrt will shine like day,. fo1

darlsress is as lightto yor. For pu crcatod my inmost bing; You knit
me together it *y m€fher's womb. I praiso you becausl I 

"rn
fearfufly and worderfully made; your worls are wondorful, I know
that fuf we[. My frame nas nothiddon from you whan I was-made in
a secr€t place. tlitm I was woven together in the depths of the earth,
your eyes saw my unformod body. All the days ordained for me wore
i*i6.i in your book before one of them came to me. How precious to
me are yourthoughts, O God! How rast is tho sum of them! Wero I to
count therq they would outnumber tho grains of sand. When I awake,
I am still with you If only you would slay tle wicke4 9 Gog! Away
from me, you Ltoo&t insty men! They speak of you "ritt tYl intent;
your adveisariss misuso yLur name. Do I nd hate those who hate you,
b mrd, and abhor those who rise up against you? I have nothing but
hatred t6r th.*; I cormt thom as my enemies. Seardr me, O Go4 and
know my heart; test me and know my anxious thouglrts. See if there is
any ofrensive way in tne, and lead me in the way everlasting'
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Address by Rev. Derek Matten

HYmn

Love divine, all lovm orcolling,
joy of heaven, to earth come down,
fix in us thy humble dwelling,
all thy faithful mercies crown.

Jesus, thou art all corPassion,
pure unbounded love thou art;
visit us with thy salration,
entor every trembling heart.

Thee we would be alwaYs blessing,
serve theo as thy host above;
pray, and praise thee, without ceasing,
glory in thy perfect love.

Finish then thy new creation:
pure and spdless la us be;
let us seo thy great salvation,
perfectly rpstored in thee.

Changed from glory into glory
till in heaven we tako our Place,
till we cast our croilns before thee,
lost in wonder, love, and Praise.

Charles WesleY (1707 - 1788)


