
Celebrating the life of

Myrle Lillian Ireland
21st February 1935 - 11th July 2025

With Heartfelt Thanks
Myrle’s Family sincerely thank you for your prayers, support, friendship and 

gathering with them here today.

Following the service, we warmly invite you to join us in the adjoining tearoom for light 
refreshments and a time of remembrance.

While you are reading this service sheet, please take a moment to scan the code below and leave 
a heartfelt message for the family.

Music and Literary Works copied for this service 
are done under license with OneMusic Australia, 

ARIA and Copyright Agency.



Gregson & Weight Chapel, Buderim
Tuesday, 22nd July 2025 at 1:00pm

Sandy Smales Officiating

Opening Song
“Happy Heart” by Andy Williams

Opening Reading
“Death Is Nothing At All”

Welcome & Words of Comfort

Eulogy & Loving Memories

Photographic Reflection
“Memory” by Barbara Streisand

“Yesterday Once More” by The Carpenters

Reading
“My Cousin Myrle”

Words of Appreciation

Farewell

Closing Reading
“When Tomorrow Starts Without Me”

Closing Song
“We’ll Meet Again” by Vera Lynn

Order of Service for

Myrle
My Cousin Myrle

I remember Myrle, when she was just a little girl,
With lovely straight black hair, and a fringe.

But then as she got older (and perhaps a little bolder),
Every night she’d go to sleep in her bobby pins!

And then when her teenage years arrived,
Oh, how I envied her.

Tripping the light fantastic,
By doing square dancing and jive!

She always was a ‘fashion plate’,
Oh, how young men’s eyes would rove.

I was a little bit younger,
And had to wear her cast-off clothes!

She really hasn’t changed much,
She still looks pretty good.

And likes to keep her body in shape,
Oh gee, I wish I could!

On reaching her mature years,
How she loves to ‘rage’.

But we still have lots of problems
Getting her on the stage!

If you ever go with her to shop
Or see a movie at the flicks,

Be prepared for a comfort stop
She must have her coffee fix!

I love her sense of humour,
I love her helpful ways,

Is it really a rumour
That’s she counting all the days
When she can put her feet up
And relax in her comfy chair

Holding her favourite coffee cup
Instead of fitting here, there and everywhere!


