
 

 

The Passing 
by Brian Harris 

To be born in Wales, 
Not with a silver spoon in your mouth, 
But, with music in your blood 
And with poetry in your soul, 
Is a privilege indeed. 

 Your inheritance is a land of Legend, 
Of love and contrast. 
A land of beauty so bright it burns the eyes. 
Of ugliness that scars the Spirit 
As the Earth. 

 Wales is an old land with wounds 
That weep in hills. 
They wept before in the bodies of men 
And in the hearts of women 
And time will never heal them. 

 The stigmata of sorrow, 
Of pain and poverty, 
Of lonely crucifixion in the dark, 
Remain our lives to feed. 

 This Land of our Fathers was built on coal. 
Its rivers of mingled blood and sweat 
Have forever darkened it, 
Relieved only by death. 

 We are a sad people. 
Our sadness being wrapped in harps and music 
And praise to God, 
For the lovely, yearning light 
That feeds the Spirit as well as the eyes. 

St. John the Evangelist Church 
www.75mainstreet.org 
(November 13th, 2021) 

 
A Service of 

Praise and Thanksgiving to God 
for the life of 

 
Helen Catherine Rhys Jones 

1942 - 2021 
Officiant: Rev. Paul Ranson 

 
For God so loved the world that he gave his one and only Son, 

that whoever believes in him shall not perish but have eternal life. 
John 3.16 



 

 

Order of Service 

Scripture Sentences 
Words of Welcome 
Opening Prayer 
Song of Praise:        Guide me O Thou My Great Redeemer 
Memories of Helen:             Shared by Barbara Hart 
Poem; “The Passing”:   Read by David Hughes 
Song of Praise:       Amazing Grace 
Readings from Holy Scripture: 
 Ecclesiasticus 3:1-8:     Paul O’Connell 
 Psalm 39:4-7:        Read by the Congregation 
 2 Corinthians 1:3-5:           Rev. Paul Ranson 

Matthew 11:28-30:           Rev. Paul Ranson 
The Apostles’ Creed 
Song of Praise:         Abide with Me 
Prayers of the People 
The Lord’s Prayer 
Song of Praise:  The Day Thou Gavest Lord is Ended 
Commendation 

Psalm 39:4-7 
Show me, Lord, my life’s end 
and the number of my days; 
let me know how fleeting my life is. 

You have made my days a mere handbreadth; 
the span of my years is as nothing before you. 
Everyone is but a breath, 
even those who seem secure. 

Surely everyone goes around like a mere phantom; 
in vain they rush about, heaping up wealth 
without knowing whose it will finally be. 

But now, Lord, what do I look for? 
My hope is in you. 

The Apostles’ Creed 
I believe in God, 
the Father almighty, creator of heaven and earth.  

I believe in Jesus Christ, 
his only Son, our Lord. 
He was conceived by the power of the Holy Spirit and born of the 
Virgin Mary. 
He suffered under Pontius Pilate, 
was crucified, died, and was buried. 
He descended to the dead. 
On the third day he rose again. 
He ascended into heaven, 
and is seated at the right hand of the Father. 
He will come again 
to judge the living and the dead. 

I believe in the Holy Spirit, the holy catholic Church, the 
communion of saints, the forgiveness of sins,  
the resurrection of the body, and the life everlasting. Amen. 

The Lord’s Prayer 
And now, as our Saviour Christ has taught us, we are bold to say, 
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 Day Thou Gavest Lord is Ended 

The day Thou gavest, Lord, is ended; 
The darkness falls at Thy behest. 

To Thee our morning hymns ascended; 
Thy praise shall sanctify our rest. 

We thank Thee that Thy church, unsleeping 
While earth rolls onward into light, 

Through all the world her watch is keeping, 
And rests not now by day or night. 

As o'er each continent and island 
The dawn leads on another day, 

The voice of prayer is never silent, 
Nor dies the strain of praise away. 

The sun that bids us rest is waking 
Our brethren 'neath the western sky, 

And hour by hour fresh lips are making, 
Thy wondrous doings heard on high. 

So be it, Lord, Thy throne shall never, 
Like earth's proud empires, pass away. 

Thy kingdom stands and grows for ever, 
Till all Thy creatures own Thy sway. 
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Guide me O Thou My Great Redeemer 

Guide me, O thou great Redeemer, 
pilgrim through this barren land; 
I am weak, but thou art mighty; 

hold me with thy powerful hand: 
bread of heaven, bread of heaven, 

feed me now and evermore, 
feed me now and evermore. 

Open now the crystal fountain, 
whence the healing stream doth flow; 

let the fire and cloudy pillar 
lead me all my journey through: 
strong deliverer, strong deliverer, 

be thou still my strength and shield; 
be thou still my strength and shield. 

When I tread the verge of Jordan, 
bid my anxious fears subside; 

death of death, and hell's destruction, 
land me safe on Canaan's side: 

songs of praises, songs of praises, 
I will ever give to thee, 
I will ever give to thee. 
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Amazing Grace 

Amazing grace how sweet the sound 
That saved a wretch like me. 

I once was lost, but now am found, 
Was blind, but now I see. 

'Twas grace that taught my heart to fear, 
And grace my fears relieved; 

How precious did that grace appear 
The hour I first believed. 

Through many dangers, toils and snares 
I have already come: 

'Tis grace has brought me safe thus far, 
And grace will lead me home. 

When we've been there ten thousand years, 
Bright shining as the sun. 

We've no less days to sing God's praise, 
Than when we've first begun. 
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Abide with Me 

Abide with me: fast falls the eventide; 
The darkness deepens; Lord, with me abide. 
When other helpers fail and comforts flee, 

Help of the helpless, O abide with me. 

Swift to its close ebbs out life's little day; 
Earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass away. 

Change and decay in all around I see. 
O Thou who changest not, abide with me. 

I need Thy presence ev'ry passing hour. 
What but Thy grace can foil the tempter's pow'r? 

Who like Thyself my Guide and Stay can be? 
Through cloud and sunshine, O abide with me. 

I fear no foe with Thee at hand to bless, 
Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness. 

Where is death's sting? Where, grave, thy victory? 
I triumph still, if Thou abide with me. 

Hold Thou Thy cross before my closing eyes. 
Shine through the gloom and point me to the skies. 

Heav'n's morning breaks and earth's vain shadows flee; 
In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me. 
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