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AN INVITATION

The family thanks you for your love, support,

and presence here today. At the conclusion of the
service, you are warmly invited to join them for
refreshments in the Parish Centre.
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A SERVICE TO GIVE THANKS TO GOD
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Oitls of Srvece

Hymn
Abide With Me

Eulogy
Andrew Connolly

Remembrance
Canon in D (Pachelbel)

Reading
Psalm 121 | Read by Tim O’Connor

Prayer
The Lord’s Prayer

Hymn
Immortal, Invisible, God Only Wise

Commendation
Commiittal
Blessing

Recessional
Symphony No. 9 (Dvorik)

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.

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.
Heaven’s morning breaks and earth’s vain shadows flee;
in life, in death, O Lord, abide with me.

THE LORD’S PRAYER

Our Father, which art in heaven,
hallowed be thy name.
Thy Kingdom come.
Thy will be done in earth,
as it is in heaven.

Give us this day our daily bread.
And forgive us our trespasses,
as we forgive them that 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.

IMMORTAL, INVISIBLE, GOD ONLY WISE

Immortal, invisible, God only wise,
in light inaccessible hid from our eyes,
most blessed, most glorious,
the Ancient of Days,
Almighty, victorious,
thy great name we praise.

Unresting, unhasting, and silent as light,
nor wanting, nor wasting, thou rulest in might;
thy justice, like mountains,
high soaring above
thy clouds, which are fountains
of goodness and love.

To all, life thou givest, to both great and small,
in all life thou livest, the true life of all;
we blossom and flourish
as leaves on the tree,
and wither and perish,
but naught changeth thee.

Great Father of glory, pure Father of light,
thine angels adore thee, all veiling their sight;
all praise we would render,

O help us to see
‘tis only the splendour
of light hideth thee!



