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Order of Service 

 

  The congregation stands at start of the Processional Hymn. 

Hymn 
 

O God, our help in ages past, 
our hope for years to come, 
our shelter from the stormy blast, 
and our eternal home; 
under the shadow of thy throne 
thy saints have dwelt secure; 
sufficient is thine arm alone, 
and our defence is sure. 
 
Before the hills in order stood, 
or earth received her frame, 
from everlasting thou art God, 
to endless years the same. 
A thousand ages in thy sight 
are like an evening gone, 
short as the watch that ends the night 
before the rising sun. 
 
Time, like an ever-rolling stream, 
bears all its sons away; 
they fly forgotten, as a dream 
dies at the opening day. 
O God, our help in ages past, 
our hope for years to come, 
be thou our guard while troubles last, 
and our eternal home. 

Words: Isaac Watts 

1674 – 1748     

 Tune: St Anne 
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Welcome and Opening Prayer 
Canon Ian Woodward  -  the Vicar 
 

The Lord is my strength and refuge: 

a very present help in trouble. 

The Lord of grace and peace be with you 

  

and also with you. 

 

We gather in this place this evening, to pray to God for peace. 

As we mark one hundred years since the outbreak of World War One, 

we hold before God our decisions, and the decision-making processes of 

our society. As we begin these five years of commemoration of the 

centenary of the Great War, we give thanks to God for the dedication 

and service of those whose lives were spent in the pursuit of peace in our 

world, we offer before thee the names graven into the war memorials in 

our parishes of this Benefice, names which are also graven into our hearts 

and minds, and we pray for those who serve today. We pray in hope for a 

secure and stable world, and we make all these prayers as we pray 

together in faith: 

 

Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name; 

thy kingdom come; thy will be done; 

on earth as it is in heaven. 

Give us this day our daily bread.  

And forgive us our trespasses, 

as we forgive those who trespass against us. 

And lead us not into temptation; but deliver us from evil. 

For thine is the kingdom, the power and the glory, for ever 

and ever. Amen. 

 

The congregation sits for the singing of the Psalm but stands for the Gloria. 

All  

All  
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Psalm 121 
I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills: from whence cometh my help. 

My help cometh even from the Lord: who hath made heaven and earth. 

He will not suffer thy foot to be moved: and he that keepeth thee will not 

sleep. 

Behold, he that keepeth Israel: shall neither slumber nor sleep. 

The Lord himself is thy keeper: the Lord is thy defence upon thy right hand; 

So that the sun shall not burn thee by day: neither the moon by night. 

The Lord shall preserve thee from all evil: yea, it is even he that shall keep 

thy soul. 

The Lord shall preserve thy going out, and thy coming in: from this time 

forth for evermore. 

Glory be to the Father, and to the Son: and to the Holy Ghost; 

As it was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall be: world 

without end. Amen. 

 

The congregation sits. 

Reading – Reverend Jim Morris  -  Pastor of Bere Regis  
      Congregational Chapel 
Genesis 4: 8–15 

Cain said to his brother Abel, ‘Let us go out to the field.’ And when they 

were in the field, Cain rose up against his brother Abel and killed him. Then 

the Lord said to Cain, ‘Where is your brother Abel?’ He said, ‘I do not 

know; am I my brother’s keeper?’ And the Lord said, ‘What have you done? 

Listen; your brother’s blood is crying out to me from the ground! And now 

you are cursed from the ground, which has opened its mouth to receive 

your brother’s blood from your hand. When you till the ground, it will no 

longer yield to you its strength; you will be a fugitive and a wanderer on the 

earth.’ Cain said to the Lord, ‘My punishment is greater than I can bear! 

Today you have driven me away from the soil, and I shall be hidden from 

your face; I shall be a fugitive and a wanderer on the earth, and anyone who 

meets me may kill me.’ Then the Lord said to him, ‘Not so! Whoever kills 

Cain will suffer a sevenfold vengeance.’ 

And the Lord put a mark on Cain, so that no one who came upon him 

would kill him 

All  
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Hymn 
 

All my hope on God is founded,  
He doth still my strength renew 
Me through change and chance he guideth 
Only good and only true 
God unknown he alone 
Calls my heart to be his own 
 
Human pride and earthly glory, 
Sword and crown betray his trust 
What with care and toil he buildeth, 
Tow’r and temple, fall to dust; 
But God’s pow’r, hour by hour, 
Is my temple and my tow’r 
 
God’s great goodness aye endureth, 
Deep his wisdom, passing thought: 
Splendour, light and life attend him, 
Beauty springeth out of naught. 
Evermore, from his store, 
New-born worlds rise and adore 
 
Still from earth to God eternal 
Sacrifice of praise be done, 
High above all praises praising 
For the gift of Christ his Son. 
Christ doth call one and all: 
Ye who follow shall not fall 
 

 

 The congregation sits. 

Words: Robert Bridges 
1844-1930 

Tune: ‘Michael’  
Herbert Howells  

1892-1983 
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Reading 
 

To Germany  

You are blind like us. Your hurt no man designed 

And no man claimed the conquest of your land. 

But gropers both through fields of thought confined 

We stumble and we do not understand. 

You only saw your future bigly planned, 

And we, the tapering paths of our own, 

And in each other’s dearest ways we stand 

And hiss and hate. And the blind fight the blind. 
 

When it is our peace, then we may view again 

With new-won eyes each other’s truer form 

And wonder. Grown more loving-kind and warm 

We’ll grasp firm hands and laugh at the old pain, 

When it is peace.  But until peace, the storm 

The darkness and the thunder and the rain. 

 

The congregation stands as the choir sings the Magnificat. 

 

Magnificat 
My soul doth magnify the Lord: and my spirit hath rejoiced in God my 

Saviour. 

For he hath regarded: the lowliness of his hand-maiden.  

For behold from henceforth: all generations shall call me blessed. 

For he that is mighty hath magnified me: and holy is his name. 

And his mercy is on them that fear him: throughout all generations. 

He hath shewed strength with his arm: he hath scattered the proud, in 

the imagination of their hearts. 

He hath put down the mighty from their seat: and hath exalted the 

humble and meek. 

He hath filled the hungry with good things: and the rich he hath sent 

empty away. 

Charles  

Hamilton  

Sorley  b1895    

-   killed  at 

Loos 1915 



8 

 

He remembering his mercy: hath holpen his servant Israel. 

As he promised to our forefathers: Abraham and his seed, for ever. 

Glory be to the Father, and to the Son: and to the Holy Ghost; 

As it was in the beginning, is now and ever shall be: world without 

end. Amen. 

 

The congregation sits. 

 

Reading 
 

Luke 6: 20–31 

Then Jesus looked up at his disciples and said: ‘Blessed are you who 

are poor, for yours is the kingdom of God. 

‘Blessed are you who are hungry now, for you will be filled. 

‘Blessed are you who weep now, for you will laugh. 

‘Blessed are you when people hate you, and when they exclude you, 

revile you, and defame you on account of the Son of Man. 

Rejoice on that day and leap for joy, for surely your reward is great in 

heaven; for that is what their ancestors did to the prophets. 

‘But woe to you who are rich, for you have received your consolation. 

‘Woe to you who are full now, for you will be hungry. 

‘Woe to you who are laughing now, for you will mourn and weep. 

‘Woe to you when all speak well of you, for that is what their 

ancestors did to the false prophets. 

‘But I say to you that listen, Love your enemies, do good to those who 

hate you, bless those who curse you, pray for those who abuse you. If 

anyone strikes you on the cheek, offer the other also; and from anyone 

who takes away your coat do not withhold even your shirt. Give to 

everyone who begs from you; and if anyone takes away your goods, 

do not ask for them again. 

Do to others as you would have them do to you. 

 

The congregation stands. 
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Hymn 
 
Eternal Father, strong to save, 
whose arm hath bound the restless wave, 
who bidd’st the mighty ocean deep 
its own appointed limits keep: 
O hear us when we cry to thee 
for those in peril on the sea. 
 
O Christ, whose voice the waters heard 
and hushed their raging at thy word, 
who walkedst on the foaming deep, 
and calm amid the storm didst sleep: 
O hear us when we cry to thee 
for those in peril on the sea. 
 
O Holy Spirit, who didst brood 
upon the waters dark and rude, 
and bid their angry tumult cease, 
and give, for wild confusion, peace: 
O hear us when we cry to thee 
for those in peril on the sea. 
 
O Trinity of love and power, 
our brethren shield in danger’s hour; 
from rock and tempest, fire and foe, 
protect them whereso’er they go: 
Thus evermore shall rise to thee 
glad hymns of praise from land and sea. 

 

 

Words: J B Dykes 

1823 – 76 

Tune: ‘Melita’ 

William Whiting 

1825 – 78 
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Poem 
  
Hospital Sanctuary 

When you have lost your all in a world’s upheaval, 

Suffered and prayed, and found your prayers were vain, 

When love is dead, and hope has no renewal –  

These need you still; comeback to them again. 

 

When the sad days bring you the loss of all ambition, 

And pride is gone that gave you strength to bear, 

When dreams are shattered, and broken is all decision – 

Turn you to these, dependent on your care 

  

They too have fathomed the depths of human anguish, 

Seen all that counted like chaff away; 

The dim abodes of pain wherein they languish 

Offer that peace for which at last you pray. 

 

 

Sermon   -  The Vicar 

 

Anthem  -  The Choir 
 

Ave Verum   - Edward Elgar 1857 - 1934 

Vera Brittain 

1893  -  1970  

Jesus, word of God Incarnate, 

Of the Virgin Mary born, 

On the Cross Thy sacred Body 

For us men with nails was torn 

Cleans us by the blood and water 

Streaming from Thy pierced Side; 

Feed us with Thy body broken, 

Now, and in death’s agony 

O Jesu, O Jesu, hear us, Son of Mary 

Ave, verum corpus 
Natum de Maria Virgine, 
Vere passum immolatum 
In cruce pro homine, 
Cujus latus perforatum 
Vero fluxit et sanguine, 
Esto nobis praegustatum 
Mortis in examine 
O pie Jesu Fili Maria 
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The Presentation of the Names of the Fallen 
 

As the organist plays Nimrod (Edward Elgar), the book containing the names 

from the War Memorials of our Parishes is brought from the choir and presented 

to the Vicar at the Altar. 

God our Father, in thanksgiving and humility we offer these names, 

gathered from the War Memorials of these Parishes, before your altar. 

For the dedication and bravery of these soldiers and sailors, we give 

thanks. 

Give us the mind of Christ, the eyes of faith, and a firm hope in a 

future of peace. 

As we thank you for the sacrifices of the past give us a confidence in 

the future. 

At the going down of the sun, and in the morning  

We will remember them. 

We will remember them. 

 

Intercessions  -  The Vicar 
 

During the intercessions, this response is used: 

May God give peace. 

God give peace. 
 

Teach us good Lord, to serve thee as thou deservest; 

to give, and not to count the cost; 

to fight, and not to heed the wounds; 

to toil, and not to seek for rest; 

to labour, and not to ask for any reward, save that of 

knowing that we do thy will; 

through Jesus Christ our Lord. 

Amen. 

 

After the prayers, the congregation stands. 

All  

All  
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Hymn 
 

I vow to thee, my country, all earthly things above, 
entire and whole and perfect, the service of my love: 
the love that asks no question, the love that stands the test, 
that lays upon the altar the dearest and the best; 
the love that never falters, the love that pays the price, 
the love that makes undaunted the final sacrifice. 
 
I heard my country calling, away across the sea, 
across the waste of waters she calls and calls to me. 
Her sword is girded at her side, her helmet on her head, 
and round her feet are lying the dying and the dead. 
I hear the noise of battle, the thunder of her guns, 
I haste to thee my mother, a son among thy sons. 
 
And there’s another country, I’ve heard of long ago, 
most dear to them that love her, most great to them that know; 
we may not count her armies, we may not see her King; 
her fortress is a faithful heart, her pride is suffering; 
and soul by soul and silently her shining bounds increase, 
and her ways are ways of gentleness and all her paths are peace. 
 
 
 
 
The congregation remains standing. 

Words: Cecil Spring-Rice 

1859–1918 

Tune: ‘Thaxted’ Gustav Holst  

1874–1934 



13 

 

The Blessing 
 

God grant to the living grace, 

the departed rest, 

the Church, the Queen, 

the Commonwealth and all mankind peace and concord; 

and the blessing of God Almighty, 

the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit, 

be among you and remain with you always. 

Amen. 

 

National Anthem 
 

God save our gracious Queen, 
long live our noble Queen, 
God save the Queen! 
Send her victorious, 
happy and glorious, 
long to reign over us, 
God save the Queen! 
 
Thy choicest gifts in store 
on her be pleased to pour, 
long may she reign: 
may she defend our laws, 
and ever give us cause 
to sing with heart and voice 
God save the Queen! 
 
Not on this land alone, 
but be God’s mercies known 
from shore to shore:  
Lord, make the nations see 
that we should brothers be, 
and form one family 
the wide world o’er. 

Words: Anonymous and 

W E Hickson  

1803–70 

Tune: Thomas Arne  

1710–78 

All  
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The Union Flag is retrieved and the Choir and congregation proceed to the War 

Memorial  carrying candles representing the servicemen from Bere Regis and 

Affpuddle who died in World War One. 

The candles will be placed on the ledge around the Memorial as this Poem is 

read, and those whom we remember from Affpuddle, their candles will be placed 

on the Memorial in Bladen Valley.  

 

Anthem for Doomed Youth 
 

What passing bells for those who die as cattle? 

Only the monstrous anger of the guns. 

Only the stuttering rifles’ rapid rattle 

Can patter out their hasty orisons. 

No mockeries for them from prayers or bells, 

Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs,  

The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells; 

And bugles calling for them from sad shires. 

 

What candles may be held to speed them all? 

Not in the hands of boys, but in their eyes 

Shall shine the holy glimmers of good-byes. 

The pallor of girls' brows shall be their pall; 

Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds, 

And each slow dusk a drawing-down of blinds. 

 

Everyone departs in silence to their hearths and homes. 

Wilfred Owen MC 

b1893 - killed 

Sambre Canal  

4th November 1918 
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BERE REGIS 

1914-1918 

William Ames   

Alfred Applin  

Fred Bartlett  

Fred Bartlett  

Fred Brierley  

Charles Bright  

Henry J Bright  

Harry Brown  

Fred Burgess  

William J Burt  

Charles V Churchill  

Percy N Cobb  

Arthur Crabbe  

Percy Cox  

William Cox  

Fred J Davis  

Frank George  

Fred Johnson  

Percy Lockyer  

William Lockyer  

Frank Miller   

Herbert F Morris  

Walter Rawles  

William Rowland  

Charles Stickley  

Henry C Stickley   

Herbert Trevett  

William White  

 

1939-1945 

George H Bowditch  

Fred G W Lovell  

Leslie Whiteside  

Harold V Whiteside  

AFFPUDDLE 

1914-1918 

Arthur New 

Bertram Cox 

William Cox 

Frederick Farr 

Walter Goldring 

Arthur Lucas 

Harry Bishop 

Reginald Budden 

 

1939-1945 

George Clarke 

John Davis 

Alfred Franklin 

Basil Knowles 


