
Hymn No. 279

S. Chrysostom - "He Is Not a God of the 1 ad, But of the Living" - Hurw'x

Not spilt like water on the ground,

Not wrapped in dreamless sleep profound.

Not wandering in unknown despair

Beyond Thy voice. Thine arm. Thy care;

Not left to lie like fallen tree;

Not dead, but living unto TheJ.

God of the living, in Whose eyes

Unveiled Thy whole creation lies,

All souls are Thine: we must not say

That those are dead who pass away.

From this our world of flesh set free;

We know them living unto Thee.

Released from earthly toil and strife.

With Thee is hidden still their life;

I hine are their thoughts, their works

pov/ers.

All Thine, and yet molt truly ours;

For well we know, where'er they be.

Our dead are living unto The:.

Thy word is true. Thy will is just:

To Thee we leave them, Lord, in trust:

their And bless Thee for the love which gave

Thy Son to fill a human grave.

That none might fear that world to see

Where all are -mg unto Thee.

O Breather into man of breath,

O Holder of the keys of death,

O Giver of the life within.

Save us from death, the death of sin;

That body, soul, and spirit be

For ever living unto Thee! Amen.

Sentences—The Venerable Archdeacon Richardson, D.C.L.

Man that is born of a woman hath but a short time to live,
'"^'l^"" ^Ij^^l"/: .^„'

com.th up, and is cut down, like a flower: he fleeth as ,t were a shadow, and never con

tinueth in one stay. , „...,. i,,.* of thee
In the midst of life we are in death: of whom may we seek for succour, but of thee.

O Lord, who for our sins art justly disple.-j«d?
. „ „ „.„,f„i Saviour

Yet, O Lord God most holy. O Lord most mighty, O holy and most mercful Savour.

aeliver us not into the bitter pains of eternal death.

Thou knowest. Lord, the secrets of o^r hearts; shut not thy mercful "" ^^ <>";

prayer but spare us. Lord most holy. O God most mighty, O holy and m.rcfui Sav-our.

thou most w^^thy Judge eternal, suffer us not, at our last hour, for any pa.ns of death, to

fall from thee.

I heard a voice from heaven, saying' untome. Write. From
^'""^°''^J^""^':'

'^'

dead wh'ch d,e in the Lord: even so saith the Spirit; for they rest from the.r labours.

Prayers—Very Rev. The Dean of Huron, D.D.

Lord, have mercy upon us.

I hrlst. hiiv. ii.'ii > n|i"ri ns.

Lord, have mercy upon us.

n,.r Father wh.ch art m heaven. Hallowed be thy Name. Thy kingdom come. Thy

lemptation: But deliver us from evil. Amen.
, .. ,u. i „rrf

Saint Paul, not to be sorry, a. men «''*'°"' ^°P'- ''>;,.'"^
J„,V the life of righteousness:

beseech thee. O FMh.r. to raise us from the death " *^" ""*' ";*
'.'.^his our brother

that, wh hall depart this life. w. may rest '" *'^;;
'•.''^^^''b, found acceptable in

doth: and that, at the
«';;-J,;;-"«*;rcV,; w 1 b^lol.rsTn^h.ll then pronounce to

thy sight: and receive that
'''"•'"9'.^mr J. blessed children of my Father, receive the

3ll that love and fear thee, saying.
/;°"';;^''';^*,"l'|d. Grant this, we beseech thee. O

Holy Ohoat. be with us all evermore. Amen.


