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prater of Jnvocation. 

UbC %0V^*5 prater (the people joining). 

Scripture: Rev. VII.   9, 10; 13^17. 

Hymn 313 

It is not death to die, 
To leave this weary road. 

And 'midst the brotherhood on high. 
To be at home with God. 

It is not death to bear 
The wrench that sets us free 

From dungeon chain, to breathe the air 
Of boundless liberty. 

It is not death to fling 
Aside the sinful dust, 

And rise on strong exulting wing. 
To live among the just. 

Jesus, Thou Prince of life. 
Thy chosen cannot die. 

Like Thee they conquer in the strife. 
To reign with Thee on high. 

Amen. 
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::       READING   OF   THE 

flames ot tbose wbo bave fallen in tbe Great Mat, 

JOHN A. CHRYSTAL. 
ARTHUR CARTWRIGHT. 
JOHN EGLINTON CAMERON 
STRUTHERS FINDLAY. 
L. SEYMOUR GRAHAM. 
TREVOR LANGWELL. 
ALEXANDER MUIR. 
J. FRASER MCNEIL. 

R. G. MACDONALD. 
GEORGE C. MACLEOD. 
A. GORDON McNEIL. 
WILLIAM ROSS. 
JOHN SCOTT. 

mnveilina of tbe /iftemoriaL 

prater ot BeMcation. 
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Hymn  337 

The saints of God their conflict past, 
And life's long battle won at last. 
No more they need the shield or sword, 
They cast them down before the Lord; 
O! happy saints 1 for ever rest, 
At Jesus' feet, how safe you rest I 

The saints of God their vigil keep 
While yet their mortal bodies sleep. 
Till from the dust they too shall rise 
And soar triumphant to the skies; 
OI happy saints I rejoice and sing. 
He quickly comes, your Lord and King. 

O God of saints, to Thee we cry; 
O Saviour plead for us on high; 
O Holy Ghost, our Guide and Friend, 
Grant us Thy grace till life shall end. 
That with all saints our rest may be 
In that bright paradise with thee. 

Amen. 

Benediction^ 

ZTbe National Hntbem* 
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