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QPN TING by the Rector of Ht. fride's Church,
The Rav., Dowl  orrzan

ONE MINUTR'S SILENCE

CEREMONY OF LICHTING THII CANDLL . - Irau Heinz rrondt,
wife of the Prigoncr of the Yaear

ANTHEM -~ PSALM 90, Lord, thou hast bae -~ Choir

Lord, thou hast been our refu:c from one generation to another.

efore the mountalns woere brousht forth, or ever the earth and
the world were madce, thou art God from cverlastins and
world without end. m

Thou turnest man to destruction; azain thou sayvest, Conmco
a-ain ye children of men.,

For a thousand years in thy si;nht are but as yesterday, s
that 18 past as a watch 1in the night.

0 God, our help 1n ases vast,
Our hopc for years to come,

Jur shelter {from the stormy blast,
And our eternal home.

As soon ag thou scatterest them they are cven as a sleep, and
fade away suddenly like the »rass.

In the morning it 1s &rcen and groweth up, but in the evening
it 1z cut down, dried up and withercd.

for we consume away 1n thy displeasure, and arc afroid at thy
wrathful indiznation.

For when thou art anzry all our days are gone, we bring our
ycars to an c¢nd as 1t werc a tale that is told.

The days of our age arc thregscore years and ten, and thoush
men be so strong that they come to fourscore years, yet is
thelr strensth but labour and sorrow, so soon passeth it
away and we are gone,

Turn thee asain, 0 Lord, at the last; bes sracious unto thy
servants.

0 satisfy us with thy mercy and that soon, so shall we rojoice
and be zlad all the days of our life.

And the glorious Majesty of the Lord be upon us; prosper thou,
O prosper thou the work of our hands; O progper thou our
handy-work.,

Muslc by R. Vauzhan williams,
1372-1953,
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READING - IBATAH 42° 1

= ' _F ]

- Rov., Raymond Apovcl, linlstor
of thce Tayswater Synszoous

Thus salth God the Lord, he that created the heavens, and
stretchoed them out; he that spread forth the earth, and
that which cometh out of it; he that 2iveth breath unto
the neople upon it, and spirit to them that walk therein:

I the Lord have called thes in rizhtcousncss, and will hold
thine hand, and will keen thee, and zive thee for a
covenant of the people, for a lisht of the Centileg;

To open the blind eyes, to brins out the prisoncrs from the
arison, and them that sit 1n darkness out of the prison
nouse.,

T am the TLord: that is my name: and my glory will I not
7ive to another, neithcer my praise to Araven imases.

Fehold, the former things are come to pass, and new thinis
do I declare: before they sprins forth L tell you ot them,

Sing unto the Lord a new song, and his pralse from the end
of the earth, he that 20 down to the sca, and all that is
therein; the isles, and the inhabltents thercof,

PSALM 137 - Choir and Congrexation

By the rivers of Labylon, there we sat down, yea, we wept,
when we rcmemberced Zion.

We hanzed our harps upon tiec willows 1n the midst thereof.

For there they that carried us away captive required of us
a sonz: and they that wasted us required of us mirth,
saving, Sing us one of the songs of Zion,

Flow shall we sing the Lord's sonz 1in a strange land?

If I formet thee, O Jerusalem, let my risht hand forge
her cunning,

Tf I do not remember thee, let my tongue clcave to the
roof of my mouth; 1 I prefer not Jerusaloem above my
chictf joy.

Remember O Lord, the children of Edom in the day of
Jorusalem; who sald, Rase 1it, rase¢ 1it, cven to the
foundation thercof.

0 dauzhter of Babylon, who art to be destroyced; happy
shall he be, that rewardeth thee as thou hast servsd us.

Happy shall he be, that taketh and dasheth thy littlc ones
against the stones.
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5, Mahammad Tufaill,
Imam of the Shah Johan Mosque,
Woking,

Ch th{'
Chapter 2~
Chapter 4

31
100-31.17

HYMN “hoir and Congregation
Dear Lord and Father of mankind,
Forzive our foolish ways.
Re-clothe us in our rizhtful mind,
In purer lives thy cscrvice find,
[n deecper rovaercnee pralsc.

Drop thy still dews of quictness,
T111 all our tr1v11fﬂ coAsc
Take from our souls the strain and
And let our ordcred llvuh coniass

The beauty of thy peace.

treathe throush the hcats of our degl
Thy coolness and thy balm;
L;t sense be dumb, let flesh retire;
Speak throuzgh the Larthquako wind, and firec,
0 still small voice of « almi

John Greenlecf vWhitticer
180f 15882

SONGS TO A GUITAR composad and sunz by
— ~ Pore Aime Duval, S.d.
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REATITUDES - St. Matthew D Dr, Lrncest Taync, D,D,,
Concral Secretary, Captist
Union of &.B., and Ircland

Blessed arc the poor in spirit: for thelr's 1s the kinzdom
of heaven.,

Plessed arc they that mourn: for they shall be comforted.

Flessed are the meck: for they shall inherit the carth.

Flessed are they which do hunzer and thirst aftcr rightcousnesgs:
for they gcshall be filled.,

r1eogsed arc the merciful: for they shall obtaln mercy.

“leascd are the purc in heart: for they shall secc Cod,

rlessed are the peacemakers: for they shall bo called the
children of God,

Fleased are they which arc persccuted for rishteousncss' sake:
for their's 1z the kinzdom of heaven,

mlessed arc yve, when men shall revile you, and persccutc you,
and shall say all manner of cvil arainst you faloely, for
my sake.

Rejoice, and be excewsding glad: for sgraat 1s your roward in
heaven: for so persccuted they the prophets which wers
refore you,
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PRAYER FOR _THE PERSECUTED - Mogt Roev. T.D., Roberts, 3.J.,
All will stand Archbishop of Syzdea

Almighty, cverlasting God, look with compassion on ali those
who suffer porsccution for jJustice' gake,

Grant them gracc to carry their cross with patiencce 1n the
name of Thy beloved Son, cur Lord and Saviour Jcsus Carist.

Let the chalicc pass from them 1f such by Thy holy 11l yet,
in all things, may Thy wWill be done,

Grant to those who persecute, light to sce the truth, and the
erace of mcercy and forgiveness, for thcey know not what
they do.

Mary, Mother of Jesus, Comfort of the Afflictcd, help thy
children in their time of bitter trial.

0 Lord our CGod, by the sisn of Thy holy Cross dcliver us
from our encmles.
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NEGRO SPIRTTUAL - PLOWIN' LN THE WIND

£ 0
Last vorsoe

How many times must o man loox up
Fefore e can goo tho sky?

How many oars must onc man havc
Fefore he can hear pecople cry®

How many dcaths will it take till he knows
That too many pcoplc have dicd?

The answer wy friend, is blowin' in the wind
Tha answer ig blowin' in the wind.

READING FROM ST. JOHN GHr

Ly - Archbishop Anthony of 3Souroszh,
All will stand

Exarch of the Russian OrthodoX
Church in Wastoern Lurope

A TITANY FOR THL DAY OF HUMAN RIGHTS ~ Gholr

For thosc who ~rasp tholr prison bars hoelplessly that we
may walk frcc - a thousht,

For thosc who rot in the dark so that we may walk in the
sun - a thougsht.,

For thosc whosc ribs have becen broken so that we may breoathe
our fill - a thouszht.

For thosc whose back has been broken so that we may walk
crcet -~ a thought,

Tor those whoso faces have been slapped so that we may walk
in fear of no hand - a Tthought.

For those whosc mouths have been gaggcd so that we may
apeak out - a thought.

For thosc whose pridc lics in raszs on the slabs of theolr

jails so that we may proudly walk - a thouznt.

For thosc whosc wives live in anzulsh so that our wives
may 1live happy - a thousht.

or thosc whosc country is in chains so that our country
may be frcc - a thouzht.

And for thiir jallcrs and for their torturcrs - a thought,
the saddest of them all, thoy are the most malmed, and

dy g

the day of reckoning 1s bound to comc.




DEDICATION OF THE NEWSPAITER Y“WJORLD CONSCLRNCIM

-~ The Rev. Dewld  Morgan,
Rector of 3t, Dride’s Church

~ Choir and Congregation

He who would valiant beo
'Gainst all disaster,
Let him in constancy
Follow the Master.
There's no discourarocment
Shall make him once releaent
ifis first avowed 1intent
To bc a pllgrim.

Who go beset him round
With dismal storics,
Do but themselves confound-
His strength the morce is.
No foes shall stay his might,
Thouzh he with siants fight:
He will makce =zood his right
To be a pllgrim,

Since, Lord, thou dost defond
Ug with thy Spirit,
We know we at the end
Shall 1life inherit.
Then fancies floce awayl
I'11 fear not what men say,
I'11 labour night and day
To be a2 pillzgrim.

John Lunyan
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