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28.12.1938 - 5.6.2025

Doreen’s family 
thank you for your 
love and support 

here today and invite 
you to join them for 

refreshments in Betts 
Lounge following 

this service.



Hearts It Is The World Requires
Hearts it is the world requires,

Hearts from doubting free and pure;
Hearts not closed by wrong desires,
But Christ’s footsteps follow sure.

Hearts both brave and filled with courage,
As God’s men of old we see,

And who seek but God to honour,
Love Him, and like Him would be.

Hearts that lift on high the banner,
Where the conflict fierce doth fall,

Not afraid of death or danger;
Hearts that understand God’s call.

Hearts both true and faithful beating,
Who for others’ needs do move;
From all treachery retreating,

Hearts aflame with heav’nly love.
Hearts for needy ever searching;
Hearts controlled by Him alone;

Who, though death and anguish facing,
Pray, “Dear Lord, Thy will be done.”

Hearts with love for those who perish,
Tender, warm, for rich and poor;

Lukewarm hearts God cannot cherish
In salvation’s holy war.

Hearts, like Jesus’, yielded wholly,
Counting all of earth but loss;

Hearts that, with His, share, but gladly,
Sorrow, suff’ring and the cross. 

Hearts that lift on high the banner,
Where the conflict fierce doth fall,

Not afraid of death or danger;
Hearts that understand God’s call.

Trusting The Living God
We’re trusting in the living God—

His way and truth and life are sure;
Though tribulation here we meet,
His grace will help us to endure.

We bear our Lord and Saviour’s name,
And glory in the cross and shame;
Content to share our Master’s lot,
We buy the truth and sell it not.

We’re trusting in the living God—
His fellowship we love and prize;

Our hearts are fixed to run the race,
Though friends and foes alike despise.

We’re trusting in the living God—
Ofttimes our hearts within us burn,

As in sweet fellowship with Him
We walk midst earth’s reproach and scorn. 

We bear our Lord and Saviour’s name,
And glory in the cross and shame;
Content to share our Master’s lot,
We buy the truth and sell it not.


