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ORDER OF SERVICE

Tntroit,

Prayer of Invocation.

“Blessed are the Pure in Heart.”

Walford Davies

Very Rev. Professor James Haire, M.A., D.D.
(Moderator of the General Assembly).

WUnveiling Jemorial by Mrs. Boyle, J.P.

(Congregation Standing).

Bhe Feceiving of Jemorial on Mebalf of the Congregation by the

Stinister.

Rev. J. B. Mecllroy, M.A., D.D.

Obe Dedication and Prayer of Dedication.
Very Rev. Professor James Haire, M.A., D.D.

(Congregation Standing).

Rev. James Moody, Dundalk.

Hraise.

The Lord’s my shepherd, I'll not want.
He makes me down to lie

In pastures green: he leadeth me
The quiet waters by.

My soul he doth restore again;
And me to walk doth make

Within the paths of righteousness,
Even for his own name’s sake

Yea, though I walk in death’s dark vale,
Yet will I fear noneill :

Psalm 23.

Tune Crimond.

For thou art with me; and thy rod
And staff me comfort still.

My table Thou hast furnished
In presence of my foes ;

My head thou dost with oil anoint,
And my cup overflows.

Goodness and mercy all my life
Shall surely follow me :

And in God’s house for evermore
My dwelling place shall be.

Frayer. Very Rev. A. F. Moody, M.A., D.D.

Fraise. Hymn 220.

For all the saints who from their labours The golden evening brightens in the
rest, west ;

Who Thee by faith before the world Soon, soon to faithful warriors cometh
confessed, rest ;

Thy Name, O Jesus, be for ever blest. Sweet is the calm of Paradise the blest.

Hallelujah ! Hallelujah

Thou wast their Rock, their Fortress, But, lo ! there breaks a yet more glori-
and their Might ; ous day ;

Thou, Lord, their Captain in the well- The saints triumphant rise in bright
fought fight ; array ;

Thou, in the darkness drear, their one The King of Glory passes on His way.
true Light. Hallelujah !

Hallelujah !

O blest communion, fellowship Divine !
We feebly struggle, they in glory shine ;
Yet all are one in Thee, for all are

Thine.
Hallelujah !

From earth’s wide bounds, from ocean’s
. farthest coast,
Through gates of pearl streams in the
countless host,
Singing to Father, Son,and Holy Ghost,
‘* Hallelujah !’




Scripture Neading. Psalm 84. Rev. C. M. Young, B.A.
Praise. Hymn 5.

Father of heaven, whose love profound ‘ Eternal Spirit, by whose, breath

A ransom for our souls hath found, | The soul is raised from sin and death,
Before Thy throne we sinners bend ; Before Thy throne we sinners bend ;
To us Thy pardoning love extend. To us Thy quickening power extend.
Almighty Son, Incarnate Word, Jehovah—Father, Spirit, Son—

Qur Prophet, Priest, Redeemer, Lord, Mysterious Godhead. Three in One,
Before Thy throne we sinners bend ; Before Thy throne we sinners bend ;
To us Thy saving grace extend. Grace, pardon, life to us extend.
Scripture Reading. Revelation VII., verses 9-16

Rev. ]J. B. Mcllroy, M.A., D.D.

Intimations.

Offering.

Anthem. “Crossing the Bar.” W oodward.
Praise. Hymn 12.
Immortal, invisible, God only wise, | To all, life Thou givest—to both great
In light inaccessible hid from our eves, and small ; =
Most blessed, most glorious, the Ancient In all life Thou livest, the true life of
Most bl s tg us, An all

,Of Da.ys., X ’ We blossom and flourish as leaves on
Almighty, victorious, Thy great Name \ the tree,

we praise. 1 And wither and perish—but nought

changeth Thee.

Unresting, unhasting, and silent as light, = Great Father of Glory, pure Father of
Nor wanting, nor wasting, Thou rulest Light,

in might ; | Thine angels adore Thee, all veiling

their sight ;

Thy justice like mountains high soaring All 1sud we would render : O help us

above i to see
Thy clouds which are fountains of good- | 'Tis only the splendour of light hideth
ness and love. i Thee.
TAddress. The Moderator.
Prayer.
Praise. Paraphrase 61. Tune Bishopthorpe
Bless’d be the everlasting God, To an inheritance divine
The Father of our Lord ; | He taught our hearts to rise ;
Be His abounding mercy prais’d, | 'Tis uncorrupted, undefil'd,
His majesty ador’d. ! Unfading in the skies.
When from the dead he rais’d his Son, | Saints by the pow'r of God are kept
and call’d him to the sky, 1 Till the salvation come :
He gave our souls a lively hope | We walk by faith as strangers here ;
That they should never die. | But Christ shall call us home.
Fenediction.




MEMORIAL INSCRIPTION.

To the Memory of
Aev. David Dorrington Poyle,
M.A., D.D.
for 28 years, the well beloved Pastor of this
Congregation.

An able and eloquent ambassador for
Christ, who laboured to instruct, guide, and
inspire his people to follow whatsoever things
are just, pute, lovely, and of g(_)oci report.

In the homes of affliction, and bereavement

his presence was a benediction.

Endowed with fine gifts, he gave them all
to the service of Christ and His Church.

Having served his generation, by the will
of God, he fell on sleep the 29th day of April,

1938.

“He being dead yet speaketh.”
Erected by the Congregation.




