
Hymn No. 3.
Tune—Eventide

1 Abide with me; fast falls the eventide;
The darkness deepens; Lord, with me abide, 
When other helpers fail, and comforts flee, 
Help of the helpless, O abide with me.

2 I need Thy presence every passing hour;
What but Thy grace can foil the tempter’s 

power.
Who like; Thyself my guide and stay can be?
Through cloud and sunshine, Lord, abide with 

me.

3 I fear no foe with Thee at hand to bless;
Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness, 
Where is death’s sting? where, grave, thy vic

tory?
I triumph still, if Thou abide with me-.— - —

4 Hold Thou Thy cross before my closing eyes;
Shine through the gloom, and point me to 

the skies;
Heaven’s morning breaks, and earth’s vain 

shadows flee;
In life, in death, O Lord abide with me.

—Amen.
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OBBEE OF SEBVICE.

Overture.—Dead March from “Saul” (Han
del), by A. L. I. Band.

Hymn,—“0 God, our'help in ages past” 
(Watts).. •

Prayer.—Adjt. I. Cavender.
Hymn.—Recessional (Kipling).
Address.—Rev. Alexander Gordon, Chaplain 

1st- Canadian Division.
Hymn.—“Abide with me.’ (Lyte).

GOD SAVE THE KING.
.Benediction.—Rev. A. &. Kerr, M. A. 

SOUNDING OF THE LAST POST?
Hymn No. 1.

Tune—St. Anne.
1. O God, our help in ages past, 

Our hope for year’s to come, 
Our shelter from the stormy blast, 

And our eternal home.
2. Beneath -the shadow of Thy Throne 

Thy saints have dwelt secure;
Sufficient, is Thine .Arm alone, • ;

And our defence is sure.
3.. Before the hills in order stood, 

Or earth; received her frame, 
From everlasting Thou art God, 

To endless years the same.

4. A thousand ages in thy sight 
Are like an evening gone

Short as the watch that ends the night 
Before the rising sun.

5. Time, like an ever-rolling stream, .4 
Bears all its sons away;

They fly forgotten, as a dream 
Dies at the opening day.

6. O God, our help in ages past, 
Our hope for years to come, 

Be thou our guard while troubles last 
And our eternal home.

Amen.

Hymn No. 2.
Tune—Melita.

1. God of our fathers, known of old, 
Lord- ef ou^Wr^tng-hntHe

Beneath whose awful hand we hold 
Dominion over palm and pine:

Lord God of hosts, be with us yet, 
Lest we forget, lest we forget.

2. If, drunk with sight of power, we loose 
Wild tongues that have not thee in awe 

Such boastings as the Gentiles use.
Or lesser breeds without the law;

Lord God of hosts, be with us yet.
Lest we forget, lest we forget.

3. For heathen heart that puts her trust 
In reeking tube and iron shard;

All valiant dust that builds on dust, 
And guarding calls not Thee to guard: 

For frantic boast and foolish word, 
Thy mercy on Thy people, Lord.

Amen.


