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Doxology
Invocation

Hymn No. 581
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Prayer
5. Anthem - “ O Worship the King” Nichol

6. Scripture Reading
Psalm 34
Ephesians 6: 10-20

7. Hymn No. 372

8. Unveiling Ceremony

by John Walker Pennington and
Jack Kitchener Moss

9. Solo “ Singing in God’s Acre
Mrs. (Capt.) H. S. Moss

10. Sermon
Rev. S. D. Chown, D. D., Superintendent
of the Methodist Church

11. Solo *In Flanders Fields ” Mr. S. C. Dixon
12. Hymn No. 409

13. Benediction

14. God Save the King

They Endured to the End

“Through faith they subdued kingdoms, wrought right-
eousness, obtained promises, quenched the violence of fire,
escaped the edge of the sword, out of weakness were made
strong, waxed valiant in fight, turned to flight the armies
of the aliens.”—The Book of Hebrews.



Christ in Flanders

We had forgotten You, or very nearly—
You did not seem to touch us very nearly—
Of course we thought about You now and then;
Especially in any time of trouble—
We knew that You were good in time of trouble—
But we are very ordinary men.

And there were always other things to think of—
There’s lots of things a man has got to think of—
His work, his home, his pleasure and his wife;
And so we only thought of You on Sunday—
Sometimes, perhaps, not even on a Sunday—
Because there’s always lots to fill one’s life.

And, all the while, in street or lane or hyway—
In country lane, in city street, or byway—
You walked among us, and we did not see.
Your feet were bleeding as you walked our pavements—
How did we miss Your footprints on our pavements?—
Can there be other folk as blind as we?

Now we remember; over here in Flanders—
(It isn’t strange to think of You in Flanders)—
This hideous warfare seems tc make things clear.
We never thoughrt about You much in England—
But now that wé are far away from England—
We have no doubts, we know that You are here.

You helped us pass the jest along the trenches—

Where, in cold blood, we waited in the trenches—
You touched its ribaldry and made it fine.

You stood beside us in our pain and weakness—

We're glad to think You understand our weakness—
Somehow it seems tc help us not to whine.

We think about You kneeling in the Garden—

Ah! God! the agony of that dread Garden—
We know You prayed for us upon the Cross,

It anything could make us glad to bear it—

'Twould be the knowledge that You willed to hear it-—
Pain—death—the uttermost of human loss.

Though we forgot You—You will not forget us—
We feel so sure that You will not forget us-

But stay with us until this dream is past.
And so we ask for courage, strength and pardon—
IZspecially, I think, we ask for pardon—

And that You'll stand beside us to the last.
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