“Wisdom
is the principal thing;
'ihmfure gef wisdom:
o ﬂwrth a,ll 1hy geﬁmg




Program

Prelode ... ... .............ioonv.. Logreine Hall and Limda Ollsom
Processiomal ,.......ooocviiininnn Blue Ridge High School Band
L T § R Revesend RBusscll Matthews
ERYIR - o sn st S R e ot Mgt "Haly, Holy, Holy"

Hll-[u.liu'rr-u Reading ,,. ... .. ... Heverewd Calvis Vao Kirk Heyt

Musio = "Hymn to Man®
"Omr Brother's Hand™ | | Jeoder [ligh Sclivol Ghoras
{Wihla Houea)
AL et v s e i vivr., Reverepd Donald Carter

Music — "Jesu. Joy of Man's Desiring™, | Bloe Ridge Concert Hand

1l. 8. Bsab}
L g e et R “Cod of (har Frthers”
Bansdiction . ., ... .. veieiecansaneee. Beverend Norman Trsonm
Becessional ... ... . ... Bilue Ridgs High Seheol Band

CLASS MOTTO
"Suecess ls Our Goal; The Futore [s Our Promise”

CLAES FLOWER CLASS COLORS
Red amd White Carnations Fed snd Whice




Responsive Heading

NEW YEAR

Lapdar: With every power Tor good te sty and gebde me,
comfort wid frapired bepond all Tear,
7 lwe thess diga o6l vou in thooght besbde me,
pnd pacw, with yeq, Inte the coming year.

Prsaple;  The odd year sifll tormenia sur bearis, unhnsbeaieg:
the kng daye of oor sorrow il ersdurs;
Futher, gromt to the ssals thoo hast been ehostesing
thet theu basd pramised, the healing srd iha cure.

L Should it be oere to deein the sap of grivvieg
sven in tha dregs of pain. ot thy eommand,
wo will pot fuleer, thenkfolly recshving
ull that |s given by thyr keing band.

g Huk, whagld i5 ks thy will onee more te relapse us
Lo life's #njoyment grad 18 prod ssnehisa,
Uizl whirh we've learned from eorrew ehall increass ne.
and all oar lifea be dadizoted an ithine.

L. Tadiy, ket candles shed theesr radiast gresting
log an o SairkSais ara Chey sok thy lgho
| mding ws. haply, Lo suF lngel-lee meeliEsg®—
Thou sanes [Pesing oeen oor dirkest fighil

B Whes now the sllense decpens for oof hearkaning
Pran: we way Feir chy ehildres's volees Fise
froom all the unssen world areund o derkenlng
iheir wniversal poean, In thy praise.

L- While sll che pewers of (hood ald and sttend us
bokdly we'll face the fucore, be it what moy,
At aven, sl at e, Geoad will bfrised us,
and ofi, most surely oa ewch new vanr's day |

Hote: Thin poem was writven by Diesrich Boahosfar in celebrution of
the Hew Year, 183, Pasior Boahoeifer wasthen In prison, yet at peace
with God azd men, This poem wea chosen becnuse it this time these
young pmople nre golng forth inbe many ‘new years', masy challesging
yuars; and i% i believed thei If we are to survive, the cograge, besmiy
wred Bape ax seen in this poem nrest be theirs tos.  Pestor Boahoefler
wan martyred on April 8, 1945, bot his witnes lives on to thie dey.
L4C i pray that youre might so b sl



Fi, s

Hymns

"Holy. Holy, Haly™

Haly, Holy, Holy] Lond Ged Almights!

Early iz the morning our song shall Fise to Thee;
Haly, Holy, Halyl Meraiful ond Mighty!

God i= Thron Fareona, hleesed Trinity:

Hody, Holy, Holyl Al the salnts sdare Thes,
Casting duws their gnlden orewns around the glassy sea:

Cleriibim and seraphis fallsg down before Thee,
Wha werl, and art, and svarmors shalt ba.

Huoly, Holy, Holyl Thoogh the darkness hids Thes,
Thailgh tha sfe of ainful man Thy ghry may not e,
Oaly Thei arl bely; thare iz sons heside Thes
FPerfeei in power, in bove, asd penty,

Hulr, Holy, Holy! Leed God #1mighty!

All Thy works sSall peaism Tey Nams, in sarth and sky snd sea)
Haly, Bolr, Holy! Mareilol sed Slightyl

o i Thews Persorm, blessed Trinity f

“Fod of Dur Fathes™

G &f wur fathers, whose almighiy hond

Lasads ferth ia baamty all the starry band

Of shining warlds in eplardar throsgh the gk,
Our gestaful sunpe hefore Thy throne arise.

Thy lowe divine hatk lad ue in the past;

Inikés free blind hy Thes sur lok s east;

Be Thou owr Buler, Goardisn, Gakde, and Say;
Thy ward aur law, Thy patha rur chosen way.

From war’a alerma, from deadly peetllonce,
B Thy stfeay arm our ever sore defensa;
Thy true raligion in oor hearte inerease,
Thy booatasis pondnees nogrish 1 in peoe,

Raefraih Thy pecple on thair tollsome way,
Lead n3 from night o never-snding day;
FllIl all piar lives withs Jowe sl groes diviee,
Ared gloey, laad, and praiss be over Thine,

B —




