
An Invitation
The family thank you for your care and support today. 

Following the service you are warmly invited to join them 
in the adjacent lounge for refreshments and a time

 to share more memories.

14 March 1938 - 19 August 2026

Pallbearers: All the grandchildren
Rachel and Rebecca Funnell, Luca, Coco and Ivy Morton,

Barney and Charlie Foote

Officiating: Rev Anne Mellor

Richard (Rob) Strangwayes
Morton

In Memory Of A True English Gentleman
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A New Zealand Blessing
May the strength of the totara be yours,

may the light of the rising sun show you the way,
the gliding moon guide your footsteps at night.

May the song of the wind in the tussock,
the chuckle of the river,

the sparkle of the sea
lighten your heart.

May the peace of the lapping lake be yours,
the hope of the uncurling koru be yours,

the joy of the black robin be yours.

May the lashing rains refresh you,
the kumara nourish you,

the bracken give you rest.

May the Christ walk with you
and meet you over the next ridge.

The blessing of God, Creator, Redeemer, and Giver of Life……

The Lord’s Prayer
Our Father in heaven, 

hallowed be your name, 
your kingdom come, 

your will be done, 
on earth as in heaven. 

Give us today our daily bread. 
Forgive us our sins 

as we forgive those who sin against us. 
Lead us not into temptation 

but deliver us from evil. 
For the kingdom, the power, 

and the glory are yours 
now and for ever.

Amen.

 Jerusalem
And did those feet in ancient time 

Walk upon England’s mountains green? 
And was the holy Lamb of God 

On England’s pleasant pastures seen? 

And did the Countenance Divine 
Shine forth upon our clouded hills? 

And was Jerusalem builded here 
Among these dark Satanic mills? 

Bring me my bow of burning gold: 
Bring me my arrows of desire: 

Bring me my spear: O clouds unfold! 
Bring me my chariot of fire 

I will not cease from mental fight 
Nor shall my sword sleep in my hand 

Till we have built Jerusalem 
In England’s green and pleasant land 


