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An Invitation
Joan thanks you for your support today. Following the service you
are warmly invited to join her in the adjacent Kennedy Lounge for
refreshments and a time to share more memories of Nylda.

Tributes
If you would like to send the family a message, share a story, or
pay tribute to Nylda, please do so on the online tribute page at
www.hopeandsons.co.nz
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Welcome
Opening Prayers

Hymn
Love Devine, All Loves Excelling

Prayers

Reading
John14:1-9

Nylda’s Life
A Life In Pictures

The Lord’s Prayer
Our Father, which artin heaven,
Hallowed be thy Name.
Thy kingdom come, Thy will be done,
onearthasitisin 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.

Hymn
The Lord’s My Shepherd

Commendation and Benediction

Love Divine,
All Loves Excelling

Love divine, all loves excelling,
Joy of Heav'n to Earth come down,
Fix in us thy humble dwelling,
All thy faithful mercies crown;
Jesus, thou art all compassion,
Pure, unbounded love thou art;
Visit us with thy salvation,
Enter ev'ry trembling heart.

Come, Almighty to deliver;

Let us all thy life receive;
Suddenly return, and never,
Never more thy temples leave.
Thee we would be always blessing,
Serve thee as thy host above,
Pray, and praise thee without ceasing,
Glory in thy perfect love.

Finish, then, thy new creation;
Pure and spotless let us be;

Let us see thy great salvation
Perfectly restored in thee;
Changed from glory into glory
Till in Heav’'n we take our place,
Till we cast our crowns before thee,
Lost in wonder, love, and praise!

The Lord’s My Shepherd

The Lord’s My Shepherd, I'll Not Want
He makes me down to lie
In pastures green: he leadeth me
the quiet waters by.

My soul he doth restore again;
and me to walk doth make
Within the paths of righteousness,
ev'n for his own name’s sake.

Yea, though | walk in death’s dark vale,
yet will | fear none ill:
For thou art with me; and thy rod
and staff me comfort still.

My table thou hast furnished
In presence of my foes;
My head thou dost with oil anoint,
And my cup overflows.

Goodness and mercy all my life
Shall surely follow me,
And in God’s house forever more
My dwelling place shall be.



