
 
CH3 68 – Thou Art Before Me Lord 

Tune: Highland Cathedral 
 

Thou art before me, Lord, thou art behind, 
And thou above me hast spread out thy hand; 
Such knowledge is too wonderful for me, 
Too high to grasp, too great to understand. 
 
Then whither from they Spirit shall I go, 
And whither from thy presence shall I flee? 
If I ascend to heaven thou art there, 
And in the lowest depths I meet with thee. 
 
If I should take my flight into the dawn, 
If I should dwell on ocean’s farthest shore, 
Thy mighty hand would rest upon me still, 
And thy right hand would guard me evermore.  
 
If I should say ‘Darkness will cover me, 
And I shall hide within the veil of night’, 
Surely the darkness is not dark to thee, 
The night is as the day, the darkness light. 
 
Search me, O God, search me and know my heart, 
Try me, O god, my mind and spirit try; 
Keep me from any path that gives thee pain, 
And lead me in the everlasting way. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
SOGP 37 – Great Is Thy Faithfulness 

 
 

Great is thy faithfulness, O God my father, 
There is no shadow of turning with thee: 
Thou changest not, thy compassions, they fail not, 
As thou hast been, thou for ever wilt be. 
 
Great is thy faithfulness! 
Great is thy faithfulness! 
Morning by morning new mercies I see; 
All I have needed thy hand hath provided – 
Great is thy faithfulness, Lord, unto me! 
 
Summer and winter, and springtime and harvest, 
Sun, moon and stars in their courses above, 
Join with all nature in manifold witness 
To thy great faithfulness, mercy and love. 
 
Pardon for sin and a peace that endureth; 
Thine own dear presence to cheer and to guide; 
Strength for to-day and bright hope for to-morrow: 
Blessings all mine, with ten thousand beside! 
 
 

The family would like to invite all those who are able to come to 
Warriston Cloister Chapel for a short act of committal, then back to the 

church hall for refreshments. 
 

Charles & Gillian and Scott & Anne would like to thank all family, friends 
and colleagues for their support over the past few months while mum 

was ill and needed us with her. 
 

There will be a retiral collection for the British Lung Foundation. 
 



 
Taps 

 
 Day is done, 

gone the sun, 
From the hills, 
from the lake, 

From the skies. 
All is well, 
safely rest, 
God is nigh. 

 

 

. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
A rose once grew where all could see, 
Sheltered beside a garden wall, 
And, as the days passed swiftly by, 
It spread its branches, straight and tall.  
 
One day, a beam of light shone through 
A crevice that had opened wide - 
The rose bent gently towards its warmth 
Then passed beyond to the other side... 
 
Now you who deeply feel its loss, 
Be comforted - the rose blooms there -  
Its beauty even greater now, 
Nurtured by God’s own loving care. 
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