WIGHTON

Wighton has a typical country chapel, built in 1874. Its
sunday school over the years was renowned. There was originally a
separate school building beside the chapel where +the telephone
kiosk now stands. The sunday school anniversaries consisted of two
or three sunday services then hymn singing around the village on
the Monday evening. The anniversaries were held in local farm barns
as the chapel wasn't big enough to hold all the people vwho came to
hear the children sing and recite. Unfortunately., the sunday school
ended about three years ago. Anniversaries were held every year
until then. The highlight of the year was a sunday school treat
during the summer. Firstly going to Wells by horse and cart, then
bus and in later days a days outing to Yarmouth by coach.

The chapel, until a few years ago, held two services each
sunday. It boasted two local | preachers, Eva and Ernie
Bennell. Until about two years ago they always held a service in
the chapel on Good Friday evening. For many Yyears they had a
women's Bright Hour unfortunately this finished about twenty years
ago.

In 1968, renovations were made to the chapel, adding a kitchen
and toilets. This was followed by a re-dedication service led Dby
Rev.Morley-Waite. '

The Methodists of Wighton have always had a close affinity
with the village church, sharing special services at Easter,

Armistice and Christmas.
O»OwO:O»O«O«OnO"OnO*OfOnO"OnO«OuO»OuO»O«OwO»OnOwO»
"Come, come, this will never do" said the choir master, "Open
your mouths and sing boldly....LITTLE DROPS OF WATER"...and for

goodness sake ...put some spirit into it!"

The preacher for sunday next will be found hanging on the
notice board in the porch.
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HYMN L. Honew!my will from dey to day, For evet bright will be
Blend it with thine and tako awey Oh, thai’s tig orown for me!
GRATITUDE. AN thet now speken it hard to say, -
Fhy willba done. The road that meny travel

WWhat abali wo soudur, ty not the road for e,

Thet hieavonly Friend, to thee,
Tor coro go londer,
For geuce 50 fruo?
What can we bring t for all ws love

And when o 4pth T breathe no mnre,
Thu prayerd nix'd with tears bolove,
I'll sing u;:of.l‘

1t lends to death and snrrow,
In it I would not ho
Bul thore's o raad that leads {0 God,
s merk'd by Ohrla's most procious biood,

LT AR
by

Thy rich snd bountsous hand bestowa ; The pansaye there is froe

¥rom theo, the source of joy alave, . 'Y h, that's the yoad for me!
All life end blessing fows. L s . a
What uball we render, &a. HE ] ‘The hope that sinners cherish
R 1s not the hope for my,

Lot th' lofiy mountaing 1w but slgfranger hexs, ’ Most surely =ill they perigh,
High t* thee their summita raive o R -f:ieman‘a my bome | Unless from sin gel frec ;

Bwaet sparkling fountnina Tongh ie the:golwe T aieer; But there's o hops that rests in God,
“Whispar 1§y pralee, "Henven’s oy homa ; And.Jeada tho sou 4o 124d his word,

The pleasant fiits, Lhe smiling flowers,
To thee their grateful offering bring ;
And cheerful Lirds with all their powers,
To thee swoct anthemms #ing.
What ehall we rander, &0,

Eurtl's thoupand ygioer
Warble {hy-lovely namaq
Nature tejpices “ '3’
Draige to proclaim
Since wo have splrita that must Uve
hen pl things elao shall fade and die, -
ny W ofermal het yur give, Haston tho ¢lg§qpa day,
‘And sing thy prales on high! ' : : - 7 " Heaven's my hows 3
Ther wegihell yander When 1 ahall, oz awny,
True honour, Lord, lo theo; Heaven's iny home,
Far cars #o tender, }’a:} ﬁ?m this }vn:'id r:if n_lg'.]:tl.,
. nd o’ my raptured sight,
For grace o free Bupyts that feir l.u.[nd of light—Honven's, &t.

HYMN 2. Thera will mygteilibo dHnnn—;- "
. . - Heaven'a my home.
THY WILL BE DONE. There will the!priz_e be-Won ;
My God, wy Father, whilat 1 stray R I

Heuye¢n's my home,
Far from ry home on life’s rough way

‘Weariness, yant, nor ckre,
Oh ! teach two fram ray hestt Lo 4Ay, Dark doubl, for wat toupair,
Thy will be dona

Nor death.eats enter theee—Ilieavon’s, fon
Though dark my path, aud and my lof, NG
May % be slill ard murmur Do, et 3‘5“”“" 4.

But ime's wild wintry blast,
Only an houy can jast;:
8oon wiil the gorm be past-——Heaven's, §o.

From winful pleasrey free i
Qh, that's the hope for me!

HYMN 3.
MIRIAM'S SONG,
Bound the lovd timbrel o'er Egypt's dark fes !

E Jehovzh has trinmph'd, his people ara fida |

Soon will my troubles cesse,
" Heeven's my home.
Soou ehall I pest in peace,
: Heaven's my home.
Sighing and Jeara are o'er,
Sorrow and grief ae mare,
Dwell on this.poacefol shoro—Haaven's ko

Sing—Udr the pride of the tyzant in broken,
His charlots, hin horesmen, ail splendid aod brave:
How vain was their hoasting ¢ the Lord hath but

u{mken.
And chariots and horssmen are sunk (o the wavs,

Sound tho lowd timbrel o'or Lgypt's dark a0s |
Johoveh ket trivsaph'd, kis peoplo are {ree.

Pralee to the conguercr, praiae to the Lerd,

His word was our sarow, his broath was our pword,
TWho shall return to tell Bpypt the story

Of Lthons eha sent forih in the hour of her pride?

For the bord hath look'd out from his pillir of glovy
And all her brave thoussnds are dusb'd b1, the tide,

ANTHEM 8,
THE PRQDIGAL BON.
1 witl arise and go to my Fatber, and wiil ssy unto him
¥ulher, 1 Hawe sinned against heaven, snd bafore thee,
atl am no mare worthy to be celled thy son : brlog hith-
or the bast robo end put it upon bim, puts fitg on his

I .
And breathe the prejes %‘;’;‘:’v’{n‘:‘:ﬁg‘;‘-‘h K WBHE RBARL. kaud and put shoe on his feot” Croxos—Atd L usve
; " . for this my son was dand and 6 slivy agrn, wed
The payylAbst worldlisige covet, merey '
Vohnt thaaph i lonely grief 1 sigh, L Is ?oﬁhrl,p%l'for me, lost and fs found,”
BV dle b s Pqdur 4z antekly
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