Worthy Matron

Sisters and  Brothers, we need only turn the pages of our Bible to read of the life and death of our Saviour.  But what would that first Easter Morning have meant to those who were there?  To those who had walked and talked with our Lord.  To those who shared His fellowship and called Him friend; To those who loved Him.  What a great sense of loss, bewilderment and sadness they must have felt.

Conductress

That night had seemed unending, the heartbreak, pain and loss

The stabbing shafts of memory, the horror of the cross

But when at last the darkness gave place to morning gloom

Then through the sleeping city, Mary hurried to the tomb

Associate Conductress

For those who loved and mourned Him had planned to gather there

And in that last annointing, their loss and grief to share

But when she reached the garden, and saw the stone was gone

She ran to call the others, and Peter went with John

Secretary

Back to the silent garden, back through the breaking day

And lo, the tomb was empty, the stone was rolled away

They looked, and went back homeward, and left her standing there

Alone and weeping quietly, in sorrow and despair

Treasurer

She thought of that first meeting, He used His power to bind

The demons that possess her and plagued her heart and mind

She thought of those who sought Him, the sick, the blind, the lame

And how He healed and pardoned each, seeking one who came

Adah

He loved the little children, He gave them special care

And took them gently in His arms, and held and blessed them there

He raised the dead, for even death was broken by His power

And yet, beside His empty tomb, she wept that dreadful hour

Ruth

She thought again of how He said, “Come unto Me and rest”

And those who come shall never die, but with My life be blessed

He was indeed the Light of Life, the Bread that satisfies

To every longing, thristing heart, the way to paradise.

Esther

But now, how could she follow a Master who was dead?

Yet would her heart be satisified with any other bread?

And He was dead, she knew, for she had stood the long day through,

Watching beside the cross, and heard His cry of “FINISHED”

And then she saw Him die.  And faith and hope died too that day

And love alone was left to keep, this last sad vigil, and to weep

Martha

As through the door she looked again into the gloom

Of that forbidding, empty tomb

There she saw two angels, of glorious form and word

But what cared she for angels when she only sought her Lord?

Electa

And then, this gentle stranger, drew near and sensed her fears

He asked who she was seeking, and why she wept such tears.

She thought He was the gardner who cared for plant and tree

And true, He was the Gardner, the One who cares for you and me

And all He did was speak her name, and night was turned to day

Associate Matron

This was no kindly gardner, no dream or vision fair

This was the Lord and Master, and she knelt and worshipped there

Then rose to do His bidding, with faith and hope newborn

Into the joyful sunshine of that first Easter Morn.

Worthy Matron

What joy in the words, He is Risen.  What peace in the knowledge, He Lives.
When we ponder the meaning of Easter, what hope for the future it gives

For life is the gift that He purchased, a gift beyond price, yet its free

Ours to own, since that first Easter Morning

When Christ died and rose, for you and for me

<GAVEL to raise Chapter>

Chaplain

Grant O Lord, we beseech Thee

That this small tribute which we have just shared

Showing forth the Glory of Thy Son

And the purpose of His coming to earth

May find lodgement in each heart

May we go forth with courage renewed to meet tomorrow

In times of doubt and despair

May we see the glorified cross uplifted, to guide our feet

And may the empty tomb become a symbol of faith reborn

All this we ask for thy names sake

Amen

